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With fond and pleasant memories this issue of 
“The Norridgwog” 
is dedicated to our former school building 
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In Retrospect 


By Marjorie STICKNEY 


We salute you, our dear High School, 
Those who have been proud to claim 
All your loyal, sturdy glory; 
To us high above all fame. 


Vividly we see you standing 

Broad and stately through the years; 
While you sheltered many students, 
Shared their troubles and their fears. 


Though a fire has deprived us 
Of our cherished N. H. S. 
Solemnly we share the hardships 
With a will to do the best. 


Experience must be our teacher, 
For the things that are hard to learn. 
In our hearts we have not lost you; 
Memories of you will not burn. 
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“°Tis morning over Norridgewock— 
On tree and wigwam, wave, and rock, 
Bathed in the autumnal, sunshine, stirred 
At intervals by breeze and bird, 
And wearing all the hues which glow 
In heaven’s own pure and perfect bow.” 


— WuirttteR’s “Mogg Megone” 


How well this verse describes our town of Norridgewock, located on the bend 
of the beautiful Kennebec, as it has been since the days of the redskin. It was 
first settled by the Abenakis, or as the tribes along the Kennebec were usually 
called, the Norridgwogs, from which the village derived its name. 

It has been the scene of many historical and romantic tales. It was the home 
of Father Sebastian Rasle, a Catholic priest, who did much for Christianity among 
the Indians in the year 1689 and was later massacred. This is a very old and 
well known story. 

The town is distinguished also from the fact that a portion of the United States 
Army, led by Benedict Arnold, during the Revolutionary War, camped here as 
he followed up the banks of the Kennebec on his way to Quebec. 

Norridgewock was incorporated as a town June 18, 1788 and was the fifty- 
eighth in the state. 

The first attempt at teaching in Norridgewock was made by Josiah Spaulding 
who kept a private school in the year 1779-80. In the fall of 1865 Hamlin Fairfield 
Eaton, with much encouragement from the townspeople, opened a school and in 
the spring a sum of money was raised by subscription to build what was long 
known as the Eaton School. This was really the beginning of our present-day 
school system. Many noted and educated people have gone out into the world 


from our small historical town of which we are justly proud. 


— MARILYN JOHNSON 745 
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QUENTIN LIBBY rejoined our class after attending Skow- 
hegan High School for two years. He entered the Marine 
Corps January 4th, and received his boot training at Parris 
Island, S. C. He enjoyed a short furiough after he finished 
basic training. He is the son of Mr. Lloyd Libby of Norridge- 


wock, one of three sons in the service. 





HAROLD DUNLAP enlisted in the United States Navy 
April 5, 1945. He is now awaiting his call to service. He is 


the son of Mr. and Mrs. Lyman Dunlap. 
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Iu Memory of 





SERGEANT CLAUDE CHASE 
Killed in Action 


“Far out beyond the sunset 
Where loveliness never dies 
He lives in a blaze of glory 
Neath the blue and the gold of the skies.” 


In memory of Claude Chase, one of our classmates who paid the supreme sacri- 


fice over France so that others might live, we the Senior class dedicate this verse. 
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CLEo Mary Buorte “Skip pie” 


Cleo’s got life and lots of vim 
Also a way with the uniformed men. 


Activities: 
Variety Show 1; President of Class 2; Club Editor of Yearbook 4; 
Senior Play Cast 4; Basketball Squad 1, 2, 4; Prize Speaking Finals 
3; Home Ec Club 1, 2; Junior Prom Committee 3; Office Duty 3, 4; 
Latin Club 1; Usher 3; Softball Squad 2; Assemblies 1, 2, 3, 4. 


KATHERINE LILLIAN CLARK “Kay” 


Blonde hair, blue eyes, short and sweet 

with that certain something ..... 

Never seen without Suzannah. Wouldn’t miss a 
Saturday night dance ..... 

Favorite pastime... Pop. 


Activities: 
Senior Play Cast 4; President of Class 1; Vice-President of Class 3; 
President of Student Council 4; Vice-President of Varsity Club 4; 
Captain of. Girls’ Basketball Team 4; Assistant Business Manager 
of Yearbook 4; Head Usher 3; Third Prize Junior Speaking 3; 
Basketball Squad 1, 2, 3, 4; Softball Squad 1, 2, 3, 4; Latin Club 1; 
Varsity Club 3, 4; Honor Roll 1, 2, 3, 4. 


HaroLtp Durwoop DUNLAP “Red” 


Tough, but oh so gentle. 


Activities: 
Variety Show 1; Assemblies 1, 2, 3, 4; Senior Play Cast 4; Treasurer 
of Class 1, 2, 3; Manager of Boys’ Basketball 4; Usher 3; Committees 
1, 2, 3, 4; Basketball Squad 1, 2, 3, 4; Co-Captain of Basketball 4; 
Baseball Squad 2, 8, 4; Patrol 1, 2; School Play Cast 1; President 
of Class 4; Dance Committee 3; Student Council 1; Football Squad 
1, 2, 3; Varsity Club 4; Minstrel Show 1; Letterman 3. 
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ELLA Rose Estey Flap. 


Modest and neat 
A swell person to meet. 


Activities: 

Band 1; Orchestra 1; Latin Club 1; Basketball Squad 1, 2; Manager 
of Girls’ Team 3; Home Ec Club 1, 2; Home Ec Club Committee 2; 
Secretary of Class 2, 3; Costume Committee of Senior Play 3, 4; 
Letterman 3; Usher 3; Assemblies and Committees 1, 2, 3, 4; Soft- 
ball Squad 1, 2, 3; Senior Play Cast 4; Variety Show 1; Eastern 
Musical Festival 1; Alumni Editor of Yearbook 3; Assistant Editor- 
in-Chief of Yearbook 4; Freshman Reception Committee 2; Dance 
Committee 3; Varsity Club 4; Office Duty 2, 3, 4; Honor Roll 152: 
3, 4; Book Club 1. 


JENNIE ALIcE HILTon “Jenavie”’ 


Even tho’ vanquished she could argue still. 


Activities: 
Vice-President of Class 4; Home Ec Club 1, 2; Varsity Club 2, 3, 4; 
Senior Play Cast 4; Variety Show 1; Office Duty 3, 4; Sports Editor 
of Yearbook 4; Basketball Squad 1, 2, 3, 4; Letterman 2, 3, 4; Soft- 
ball Squad 3. 


MarityN MarcGaret JOHNSON “Johnny” 


Our all smiles girl. Lost without Barbara. Pet name is 

“Mae”. Loves those Saturday night jigs. Forever 

losing or loaning her glasses. Plans to be a private sec- 

retary (claims laps are softer than chairs). She is one 

of those black lace girls—snickers continually, but we 

love her just the same. Has Richard gone out of busi- 

ness yet, Marilyn? 

Activities: 

Senior Play Cast 4; Editor-in-Chief of Yearbook A; D. A. R: Candi- 
date 4; Assemblies 1, 2, 3, 4: Usher 2, 3; Student Council 1, 2; 
Variety Show 1; Manager of Girls’ Basketball Team 4; Softball 
Squad 1, 2; Manager of Softball Team 4; Latin Club 1; Book Club 1; 
Freshman Reception Committee 2; First Prize Junior Speaking 3; 
Basketball Squad 2, 3; Home Ec Club 1, 2; Junior Prom Committee 3; 
Office Duty 3, 4; Class Editor 3; Hand Properties 4; Setting Com- 
mittee 4; Honor Roll 3, 4; Letterman 4. - 


BARBARA KETCHUM “Barb” 


Never seen without Marilyn. Believes in having a good time 
regardless. Hobbies—men and dancing. Hates to be called 
slim; loves to receive letters and buy black lace nighties. Plans 
to be a secretary and work for a boss that travels. Has too 
many good-looking relatives, and wonders how one can get into 
the Powers model agency. Pretty face anyway!!! 
Activities: 
School Band 1; School Orchestra 1; Second Prize Junior Speaking 3; 
Assemblies and Committees 1, 2, 3 4; Literary Editor of Yearbook As 
Secretary of Class 1; Home Ee Club 1, 2; Treasurer of Home Ec 
Club 2; Varsity Club 3, 4; Secretary of Varsity Club 4; Dramatics 
Club 1; Freshman Reception Committee 2; Girls’ Basketball Man- 
ager 2; Letterman 2; Office Duty 1, 2, 3; Softball Squad 1, 2, 3; : 
Prompter of Senior Play 3; Eastern Musical Festival 1; Dance 
Committees 2, 3, 4; Business Manager of Senior Play 4; Junior Prom 
Committee 3; Senior Play Cast 4; Honor Roll 1, 4; Book Club 1. 
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“EMERALD ALICE, KINNEY “Kinney” 


One of our classy forwards on the basketball team. A grand 
girl and a swell friend to one and all. She’s small but sweet 
and a nice dancer. One of our quietest girls. 


Activities: 
Basketball 1, 2, 3, 4; Letterman 2, 8, 4; Softball Squad 1, 2, 4; 
Captain of Softball 4; Home Ec Club 1, 2; Senior Play Cast 4; 
Varsity Club 2, 3, 4; Treasurer of Varsity Club 4; Ticket Committee 
4; Advertisement Committee 2; Assemblies 1, 2, 3, 4; Usher 3; 
Assembly Committee 3; Committee for Junior Prom 3. 


BEVERLY MAE LIBBy “Bev” 


Bev is a swell girl. She really rates in basketball. At dances 
she’s most popular. In jitterbugging she’s really neat. She’s 
one girl hard to beat. 


Activities: 
Variety Show 2; Assemblies 2, 38, 4; Committees 3, 4; Usher 3; 
Basketball Squad 38, 4; Alumni Editor of Yearbook 4; Properties 
Committee 4; Home Ee Club 2; Cheerleader 3; Letterman 4; Treas- 
ferred from Skowhegan 2. 


QUENTIN A. LIBBy “Squint” 


Glad to have him back with us this year if only for a short time. 
A neat dancer, and athlete. Seems to have a way with the 
women. Favorite pastime—Regina. We are all sorry he won’t 
be able to graduate with us. And the best of luck from all of us. 


Activities: 
Basketball 1, 4; Manager of Basketball 4; Sports Editor of Year- 
book 4; Touch Football 1; Transferred from Skowhegan 4. 


DoucLas B. LyNpDs “Doug” 


Tall, light, and steady, 
Willing and ever ready, 

Smart and great as “Antonio” 
A very nice looking Romeo. 


Activities: 

Assemblies 1, 2, 3, 4; Senior Play Cast 4; Business Manager of 
Yearbook 4; Vice-President of Class 1;. President of Class 3; Treas- 
urer of Class 4; Student Council 2; Basketball Squad 1, 2, 3, 4; 
Touch Football 1, 2, 3; Prize Speaking Finals 3; Marshall at Bacca- 
laureate 3; Usher 3; Captain of Basketball 4; Co-Captain of Base- 
ball 4; President of Varsity Club 4; Latin Club 1; Patrol 1; Office 
Duty 2, 3; Stage Manager of Senior Play 4. 
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Eva PEARL McCLurRe ; “Sketter”’ 


Her witty mind has won us all 
At her poems we are enthralled. 
She keeps us laughing night and day 
Her wittiness has winning ways. 


Activities: 
Variety Show 1; Schoo! Play Cast 1; Basketball Squad 1, 2, 4; 
Senior Play Cast 4; Humor Editor of Yearbook 4; Prize Speaking 
Finals 3; Softball Squad 1, 2, 3, 4; Home Ec Club 22 sUsher 32 
Assemblies 1, 2, 3, 4; Assembly Committees 1, 2; Junior Prom 
Committee 3; Cheerleader 3. 


PHILIP SANBORN MILLER “Phil” 


With a joke and a laugh 
Always ready for fun 
Philip is liked by everyone. 


Activities: 
Football 1, 2; Basketball Squad 4; Baseball Squad 38, 4; Committees 
1, 2, 3, 4; Assemblies 1, 2, 3, 4; Patrol 1, 2, 3; Captain of Patrol 
3; Student Council 4; Senior Play Cast 4; Variety Show 1; Humor 
Editor of Yearbook 4; Varsity Club 4; Prize Speaking Finals 3; 
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Letterman 3. 


JEANETTE HELEN THEBARGE “Jenny” 


“Jenny”—ambitious, quiet and intelligent with the ability to 
do anything well. She is sure to be remembered by all. 


Activities: 
Secretary of Class 4; Club Editor of Yearbook 4; Prompter of 
Senior Play 4; Advertisement Committee for Senior Play 4; Junior 
Prom Committee 3; Prize Speaking Finals 3; Honor Roll 3, 4; 
Social Committee 3; Dance Committee 3, 4; Assemblies and Com- 
mittees 1, 2, 3, 4. 


LUCILLE YVONNE THEBARGE “Lucy” 


A very smart girl who is full of life, 
Her one ambition is to be a wife. 


Activities: 
Dance Committee 3; Student Council 3; Assemblies and Commit- 


tees 1, 2, 3, 4; Costume Committee of Senior Play 4; Exchange 
Editor of Yearbook 4, ; 
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CEASS OFFICERS 


President Haroitp DuNLaAP 
Vice-President Jenniz HILton 
Secretary JEANETTE THEBARGE 
Treasurer DoucLas Lynps 


Class Motto 


Before us lies the timber. Let us build. 


Class Colors 
Green and White 


Class Flower 
Red Rose 


Class Ode | 


FAREWELL ADIEU 
(TuneE—Beautiful Dreamer ) 


School days are over 
And we are through 
We're here to bid you 
Our farewell adieu. 


Our dear old High School 
OT Ba ety 

The fun of our school days 
We surely will miss. 


We'll miss our teachers 
And classmates too 

So dear old Norridgewock 
We say our adieu. 


Valedictory 
Salutatory 3 
First Honor Essay 
Second Honor Essay 
Class History 

Class Prophecy 
Class Gifts 

Class Will 

Class Ode 


We will remember 
You Nees. 

You are our symbol 
You are the best. 


To you dear Norridgewock 
We say-good-bye 

We'll not forget you 

For you'll never die. 


You made our future 

You brought us through 
So long dear Norridgewock 
We say our Adieu. 


JENNIE HILTON 

KATHERINE CLARK 

DoucLas Lynps 

ELLA Estey 

; ; BARBARA KETCHUM 
MARILYN JOHNSON and LucILE THEBARGE 
BEVERLY Lippy and EMERALD KINNEY 
Eva PEARL McCLure 


EvA PEARL McC Lure and JEANETTE THEBARGE 
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SENIOR CLAss OFFICERS 


Front row, left to right: Jeanette Thebarge, Harold Dunlap 
Back row, left to right: Jennie Hilton, Douglas Lynds 


Class History of ’45 


We, the class of ’45, tonight depart from 
dear old Norridgewock High School. . Before 
we leave, let us pause a few minutes and recall 
our four years spent together. 

Before we boarded our plane of Success in 
September of 1941, our class consisted off 
thirty green Freshmen. We elected our officers 
to guide us, in view of the rough and bumpy 
airway, which we knew lay ahead of us. The 
president was Katherine Clark, vice-president, 
Douglas Lynds, secretary, Barbara Ketchum, 
and treasurer, Harold Dunlap. 

We also elected two Student Council mem- 
bers to represent us. They were Marilyn John- 
son and Royce O’Donal. 

Miss Knapp stood by us through all our 
trials and tribulations as our class advisor. 

Other members of the crew assisting us in 
our plane trip were the faculty. Mr.- Gay, 


principal, Miss White, Miss Knapp, Mrs. 
Spaulding, and Mr. Grant. 

After our first month on our trip, which we 
had been enjoying considerably, we had en- 
gine trouble and were met at the airport by 
a crew intending to initiate us. We were forced 
to pay penalties to the crew at the field before 
we could continue our trip. After our penal- 
ties had been paid so cheerfully, much to the 
disgust of the upper crew, we enjoyed a short 
reception and continued on our journey. 

In the midst of our trip we had another 
difficulty. This was having to leave behind one 
of our ablest and highly esteemed teachers, 
Mrs. Spaulding. We were all very sorry to 
see her leave. While at the airport we found 
us a substitute in Miss Jardine, who filled: the 
empty seat, then we took off for the rest of 
our hard struggle. 


In April, the Student Council presented their 
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annual play, which was “Going On Seventeen”. 
Four members of our class starred in this 
production. They were Barbara Ketchum, 
Pearl McClure, Douglas Lynds, and Harold 
Dunlap. The director was Mr. Donald Yeaton. 

From this point on the weather was fine. 
In about a month we had come to the end of 
our journey toward Success. We wended our 
way homeward for a vacation to prepare us 
tor our second trip. 

In the fall we joined our classmates at the 
local airport. Plans were made to leave. Our 
crew. consisted of twenty-three Sophomores, 
and the faculty: Mr. Knowlen, principal, Miss 
Jardine, Mr. Rancourt, who later entered ‘the 
Air Corps, was replaced by Mr. Strathern, 
Mrs. Deakin, and Mr. Grant. 

The last two mentioned left us at different 
intervals and were replaced by Mrs. Stinchfield 
and Mr. Abbott. 

We again elected our officers. They were 
as follows: 


President CLEO BUOTTE 
Vice-President . VIRGINIA BERRY 
Secretary ELia ESTEy 
Treasurer HaroLtp DuNLAP 


The Student Council members were Marilyn 
Johnson and Douglas Lynds. This year Mrs. 
Deakin was our advisor; later replaced by Mrs. 
Stinchfield. 

Our first month was climaxed by our duty 
to initiate the new crew on board. As usual 
the reception ended all their fears and started 
them legally on their way to careers. 

In the early part of October we circled back 
toward home to enjoy a Hallowe’en party at 
the barn of our classmate, Rodney Sabine. We 
had games, dancing, and refreshments. After 
all this we continued on our way in order to 
settle down again. 

Then we enjoyed a Thanksgiving social, 
with all our hard work to sponsor it. 

The remaining months passed by very quickly 
with all of our studying and activities. June 
had arrived before we could realize it. Again 
we turned homeward to await-our third year 
of travel. 
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Gathering in the cool autumn to start again 
our unfinished journey, there were nineteen of 
us, now to be called Juniors. 


Before we again boarded our plane we elected 
our officers. They were: 


President DoucLas LyNDs 
Vice-President KATHERINE CLARK 
Secretary : Evia Estey 
Treasurer HaroLtp DUNLAP 


Our Student Council members were Lucille 
Thebarge and Robert Minton. Robert was lat- 
er replaced by Robert Godin, when he left 
school to work. Robert Godin transferred to 
Madison so Rodney Sabine continued in his 
seat at the Student Council. 

Our class advisor was Mr. Abbott. The 
faculty consisted of Mr. Knowlen, principal, 
Mrs. Elwell, Mrs. Shevlin, Mr. Abbott, and 
Mr. Strathern. 

We had not been riding long when Mr. Ab- 
bott called us to his room. While we were 
there he gave us our class rings. We now 
felt that we really belonged in high school. 

We had a smooth trip until April. Then 
Junior Prize Speaking interfered. We all 
were so scared we could hardly speak. The 
following were chosen for the finals: Philip 
Miller, Douglas Lynds, Jeanette Thebarge, 
Marilyn Johnson, Virginia Berry, Cleo Buotte, 
Eva McClure, Katherine Clark, and Barbara 
Ketchum. The winners were Marilyn John- 
son, Barbara Ketchum, Douglas Lynds, and 
Katherine Clark. 

This year, while we saw the Juniors prepar- 
ing for it, we realized how much fun we had 
had even though we were scared. 

In the upper crew’s play “Second Fiddle’, 
a member of the class dropped out of the cast, 
and they borrowed Douglas Lynds from our 
class to take his place. It was a long part and 
was on short notice but Douglas did a grand 
job. 

In May we had a Junior Prom, which had 
been started several years before but only con- 
tinued a few years. We had the auditorium’ 
decorated as a ship. We had much fun pre- 
paring for this and it helped increase our treas- 
ury. 

















14 


This trip ended on June the seventh, and we 
_ landed at our home port for our third, and 
probably last, vacation. 
kK 

In September 1944 we started our last ride 
together. Knowing this, we chose our most 
capable classmates as our officers, because we 
knew what a load they would have to carry. 


President HaroLtp DUNLAP 
Vice-President JENNIE HiILton 
Secretary JEANETTE THEBARGE 
Treasurer : DoucLias LyNnps 


Student Council members were Philip Miller 
and Katherine Clark. Katherine was the Presi- 
dent of the Council. 

The advisor was our principal, Mr. Knowlen. 
He did a grand job guiding us as he did. 

The faculty were as follows: Mr. Knowlen, 
principal, Mrs. Shevlin, Mrs. Garfield, Mr. Fox, 
and Mr. Abbott. 

We really felt big to call ourselves Seniors 
but with much enthusiasm we started in on 
our last year of school together. 

One of our very few boys, Rodney Sabine, 
left our class to work. We really have missed 
him. 

In January Uncle Sam called another of our 
students, Quentin Libby. Quentin soon left 
for the Marines and is missed by everyone. 

For the past four years, it has been a custom 
for a D. A. R. award to be made to a Senior 
girl, This year Marilyn Johnson received it. 
We are sure that she earned it.’ 

One of our largest events was our Senior 
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Flay, “Bargain Bride”. Nearly everyone parti- 
cipated. Mrs. Garfield and Mr. Knowlen di- 
rected us. Our play was certainly a success 
but it led to a fatal morning. 

The next morning, March 28, at 4:15, our 
old N. H. S. burned. tEverything was ruined. 
This certainiy was a tragic thing, not only for 
the students but the community, 

We had a short forced vacation until a sub- 
stitute school was prepared for us. It has been 
rather inconvenient, but we did our best to 
finish our trip in it. 

From this point on, our traveling was tough. 
Ail of our yearbook material had been des- 
troyed, but we still had courage to start anew. 
In three weeks we had our yearbook material 
off to press. What a struggle it was! 

Our plans for the Senior Hop had to be 
forgotten and also the Junior Prom. 


We had looked forward to decorating and 
using our auditorium for our graduation exer- 
cises but, unfortunately, we were unable to. 


Our sports, baseball and softball, continued 
in spite of our misfortune. A local manu- 
facturer gave all the supplies for the sports 
and we want to extend our thanks to him. It 
did a lot to boast our school morale. 

We, the Seniors of Norridgewock High 
School, tonight leave the portals of our beloved 
school to go our separate ways. A grand ad- 
venture has ended. Thus our history as a 
class comes to a close. 


— Barpara KETCHUM ’45 
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JuNtor CLAss OFFICERS 


Back row, left to right: Eunice Weston, Muriel Fentiman 
Front row, left to right: Lois McKechnie, Josephine Bacon 


The Junior Class Elsie Wilis 


; ny aes oy Eunice Weston 
The enrollment of the Junior Class in Sep- 


tember was thirteen. Twelve girls and one Phe three who received prizes were: 


boy of which we still number. First Prize, Josephine Bacon 
Two major activities of the year were the Second Prize, Virginia Taylor 
Thanksgiving Social held on November 27th, Third Prize, Eunice Weston 


and the Junior Prize Speaking contest held 
April 2oth. The eight participating in the 
finals were: 


The Junior Class elected their class officers 
as follows: 


President ; JOSEPHINE Bacon 
Josephine Bacon Vice-President MurteL FENTIMAN 
Muriel Fentiman Secretary . Lots McKEcHNIE 
aan ie Treasurer : Eunice WESTON 
Pauline -Miller Student Council Members, Mary ADAMS 
Lois McKechnie and JAMES CONDON. 
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SOPHOMORE CLASS OFFICERS 


Back row, left to right: Richard Sabine, Margaret Stickney 
Front row, left to right: Harriet Fentiman, June Miller 


Sophomore Class Report 


We, the Sophomores, started off our year 
as a class together in traditional and very fes- 
tive style by putting the littie (and may I quote 
a phrase) “too green to eat” Freshmen through 
the third degree. We also sponsored succes- 
fully two assemblies: dn Acrobatic Troupe and 
the play “High School Daze”. We had planned 
for a social on April 27, but due to the disaster 
were unable to carry it out. 

We seemed to star in basketball this year 
more than before with three first teamers: 
Marilyn Boone, Marilyn Dunlap, and Glen AI- 
bee, and all four Cheerleaders coming from 
our class. 


At the beginning of the school year we had 
elected Edith Works to fill the coveted place as. 
our president, but shortly after school started 
she moved to another town so we elected June 
Miller, formeriy vice-president, to fill the hon- 
orary place. 


Our class officers now are as follows:. 


President . JUNE MILLER 
Vice-President, MARGARET STICKNEY 
Secretary HARRIET FENTIMAN 


Treasurer RICHARD SABINE 


Student Council Members: MARGARET STICK- 
NEY and FRANKLIN HILTON 


— Barpara NEALE ’47 


[ 
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FRESHMAN CLASS OFFICERS 


Left to right: Howard Damren, Harriet Sheaff, Irene Lambert, Althea Courtney 


The Freshman Class 


The Freshmen were initiated by the Sopho- 
mores October the sixth. The girls wore grain 
bags, men’s socks, and garters and their hair 
in pin curls. The boys parted their hair in the 
middle with a green or white bow on either 
side, wore their pant legs rolled up and a pair 
of women’s stockings. Everyone carried dolls, 
mittens on a cord, and made up one side of 
their face. The night activities consisted of 
more initiations such as blindfolded boxing and 
shoe racing. 


With Mr. Fox as class advisor we elected 
our officers for the year: 
President IRENE LAMBERT 
-Vice-President ' . Howarp DAMREN 
Treasurer . HARRIETT SHEAFF 
Secretary . ALTHEA COURTNEY 


Our first assembly, a mock election debate, 
was held. Our second assembly was an amateur 
contest in which many from other classes par- 
ticipated. Prizes were given to all and the win- 
ner awarded a box of chocolates. 

Blue and gold were chosen as the class colors, 


— Marjorie STICKNEY 748 
4 


——E 














THE NoRRIDGWOG 


> 2 ° . 
Mr. Mitton KNowLen, Principal 


A splendid teacher and Senior class advisor. His loyalty to the school 
has been shown many times through this, our most difficult year. He 
coached boys’ basketball and our Senior play. We express our deep 
appreciation to him. 


Mr. JAMEs Fox : 


A new member of our faculty, but it took only a short time before 
he was a friend to all. We want to thank him for the cooperation he 
showed by stepping in when most needed to coach our girls’ basketball 
team. He has made all our classes enjoyable by his many stories on 


English, History 


Chenustry, Mathematics 


Naval life. 


Mr. JAMES ABBOTT 


Junior Business, Manual Arts 


A local man whose personality and hearty laugh are a sure sign of 
his friendship. We appreciate his taking over our Problems of Democracy 
class so willingly and under his auspices it was very interesting. 


Mrs. BERNICE SHEVLIN 


Problems of Democracy, Home Arts 


This is the second year that Mrs. Shevlin has been with us. She has 
certainly proved her great efficiency by preparing the hot lunches. We are 
all glad to have her back in Problems of Democracy class again. She 


has been a true friend to all. 


Mrs. Mary GARFIELD 


Languages 


A new member to our teaching staff who has to travel a long way to 
her classes each day. We are deeply grateful for her splendid coaching 


of our Senior play. 


Mr. LELAND MERRILL 


Janitor 


Doing his work faithfully and well, putting in many extra hours. 


Everybody's friend, 


D. A. R. Medal 
It is customary each year for Mrs. Edward 
Merrill to come to the high school to explain 
the qualifications of the D. A. R. “Good Citi- 
zenship Pilgrimage’? award. It is awarded to 
some Senior girl. The qualifications a girl must 
have for the D. A. R. medal are: 
1, Dependability. including truthfulness, loy- 
alty and punctuality. 


2. Service, including co-operation, courtesy, 
consideration of others. 


3. Leadership, including personality, self- 
control, ability to assume responsibility. 

4. Patriotism, including unselfish interest in 
family, school, community and nation. 


After the Senior girls vote by secret ballot 


for the three girls they think are best qualified . 


for the award, the votes are deposited and the 
faculty vote for the one whom they think has 
these qualities. 

This year Marilyn Johnson, daughter of Mr. 
and Mrs. Donald Johnson, was chosen by her 
classmates and faculty to represent Norridge- 
wock High School. ‘ee 


_ — 
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Back row, left to right: Muriel Fentiman, Beverly Libby, Marjorie Stickney, Harold Dunlap, Philip 
Miller, Barbara Neale, Jennie Hilton, Barbara Ketchum, Jeanette Thebarge, Lucille Thebarge. 
Front row, left to right: Cleo Buotte, Katherine Clark, Marilyn Johnson, Ella Estey, Douglas Lynds, 

Eva Pearl McClure. : 


Editor-in-chief ; ; ; , : : ; MARILYN JOHNSON 
Assistant Editor-in-chief : : $3 ; ELia Estey 
Business Manager : s ; : , ; : : DoucLas LyNnps 
Assistant Business Manager . ; ; ; ‘ : : IKATHERINE CLARK ; 
Literary Editors : ; : BARBARA KETCHUM 
Harotp DuNLapP 
Sports Editors : : ; . z : : j : JENNIE HILTon 
QUENTIN Lippy 
Humor Editors. : : : ; Eva PEARL McCLure 
PuiLtip MILLER 
Club Editors : : : : : ; : 5 : JEANETTE THEBARGE 
CLEO BuoTte 
Alumni Editor. ; : : j ; P : BEVERLY LIBBY 
Exchange Editor : . ‘ : , LucILeE THEBARGE* 
Junior Editor Poems : : : : MouriEL FENTIMAN 
Sophomore Editor : : ‘ ; E BARBARA NEALE 


Freshman Editor : ; : : : ; : ‘ MARJORIE STICKNEY 
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Back row, left to right: Eugene Blaisdell, Evelyn Yeaton, Geraldine O’Neal, Margaret Stickney, Irene 
Lambert, Joanne Stinchfield, June Miller, Franklin Hilton. 

Front row, left to right: Harold Dunlap, Philip Miller, Katherine Clark, Mary Adams, Josephine Bacon, 
James Condon. : 


- 


The Student Council, which consists of three representatives from each class, 
including the president, was reorganized in September with Mr. Knowlen as faculty 
advisor. 

They have regulated the traffic in the corridors with the members of the council 
as traffic directors. Margaret Stickney and Geraldine O’Neal were head directors 


in the main hall. 


The officers were elected as follows: 


President : F ; : : : : KATHERINE CLARK 
Treasurer . ; : ; ; : : JosEPHINE BACON 
Secretary ; : - : : . ; Mary ADAMS 
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The Senior Play Mrs. James Smith. . .  . Cleo Buotte 
F THE STAFF 
Spee ati herec ts te at TaTS Prompter =... w.2 :jeanette Thebange: - 

THe Cast Stage Manager Douglas Lynds 

Jimmy Smith , : Douglas Lynds Electrician : , Harold Dunlap 
Dexter Dorner : Harold Dunlap Properties aueae 7 3 Beverly Libby 
Minnie Peterson : Pearl McClure Costumes ; Ella Estey, Lucile Thebarge 
Hosanna Bugg ‘ , ; Ella Estey Business Manager ‘ Barbara Ketchum 
Mrs. Florabelle Fizhy .  . Jennie Hilton Make-Up ; ; : Katherine Clark 
Wendy Hill i ; Katherine Clark Setting Marilyn Johnson, Douglas Lynds 
Cissie Trent .  .  . Barbara Ketchum Jennie Hilton 
Miss Oma Ormsby  .  . ~+Marilyn Johnson Head Usher : ; Pauline Miller 
Tucker Trent ; : , Philip Miller The play was directed by Mrs. Mary Gar- 


Miss Tompkins é : Emerald Kinney field and Mr. Milton Knowlen. 
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VARSITY CLUB 


Front row, left to right: Barbara Ketchum, Douglas Lynds. 
Back row, left to right: Emerald Kinney, Katherine Clark. 


The Varsity Club 


The Varsity Club, which is composed of let- 
termen of the athletic squads, was formed in 
IQ4I. 

A meeting was held October 18, 1944 and 
the following officers were elected: 


President : Douctas Lynps ’45 
Vice-President KATHERINE CLARK "45 
Secretary BARBARA KETCHUM 745 
Treasurer : EMERALD KINNEY °45 


At the opening of the basketball season a 
social was held for the purpose of initiating 
the following new members: Marilyn Dunlap, 
Ella Estey, Marilyn Boone, Philip Miller, Har- 
old Dunlap, Milton Dunlap, and James Condon. 
Refreshments were served. 

During the basketball season the club spon- 


sored a series of inter-class games. The Senior 
girls and Senior boys won the series. 

At the end of the season the basketball squad 
was given a banquet by the mothers of some 
of the players and the faculty. They served a 
dinner of meat loaf, mashed potatoes, salad, 
hot rolls, and ice cream and cookies. The 
basketball letters were awarded after a talk by 
the coaches. The following squad members 
received “N’s’: Marilyn Johnson, Katherine 
Clark, Emerald Kinney, Marilyn Dunlap, Bev- 
erly Libby, Marilyn Boone, Douglas Lynds, 
Philip Miller, Harold Dunlap, James Condon, 
and Glen Albee. : 

Letters were awarded also to the Cheer- 
leaders, Barbara Neale, June Miller, Harriet 
Fentiman, and Wilhelmina Knowlen. 
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GIRLS’ BASKETBALL TEAM 


Back row, left to right: Maxine Tuttle, Eunice Weston, Muriel Fentiman, Cleo Buotte, Coach James 
Fox, Manager Marilyn Johnson, Gladys Wilder, Jean Macklin, Pearl McClure. 
Front row, left to right: Marilyn Boone, Beverly Libby, Emerald Kinney, Katherine Clark, Marilyn 


Dunlap, Jennie Hilton. 


BASKETBALL 


Our sports this year were confined mainly 
to basketball. This was due partly to the short- 
age of boys and partly to the shortage of 
transportation. 

With transportation as it was, we were very 
fortunate to carry out our schedule. We wish 
to express our appreciation to all those who 
helped us with this problem. 

We feel that both of our teams were pretty 
good in spite of the fact that the boys won 
only four of their games out of fourteen. They 


made 432 points as compared to 428 for their 
opponents. Probably their biggest game was 
the night they lost to Skowhegan with the 
score Ig to 20, after the girls had taken Skow- 
hegan’s 17 to 18, 


We had five boys over five feet tall. Those» 


were Captain Douglas Lynds, Harold Dunlap, 
Philip Miller, James Condon, and Quentin 
Libby. The season had not advanced very far 
before Uncle Sam called for Quentin. Milton 


Dunlap, the one substitute, was ready to fill 


the position. Later Glen Albee was seen on 
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Boys’ BASKETBALL TEAM 


Back row, left to right: Lawrence Libby, Richard Boone, Gardiner Brown, Reginald Oliver, Quintilio 


Bersani, Harold Brown, Coach Milton Knowlen. 


Front row, left to right: Glen Albee, Philip Miller, Douglas Lynds, Harold Dunlap, James Condon, 


Clarence Boone. 


the floor. Lynds, Dunlap, and Miller are lost 
by graduation. 

The prospects for a team in the near future 
look dark, because of the shortage of students 
as well as the facilities for playing. Among 
the loses of the fire were the boys’ unused 
basketball suits and our new backboards. 

The boys were coached by our principal, Mil- 
ton Knowlen. Douglas Lynds acted as captain. 

The girls had somewhat better luck than 
the boys, capturing a total of ten games out 
of fourteen; 431 points as compared to 306 
for their opponents. In spite of the fact that 
their coach, Mr. Fox, had had no previous 
contact with girls’ basketball, they finished with 
a good season. 

The regular team was Captain Katherine 
Clark, Beverly Libby, Jennie Hilton, Emerald 
Kinney, Betty Boone, and Marilyn Dunlap. 


These were backed up by Maxine Tuttle, 
Gladys Miller, Pearl McClure, Eunice Weston, 
and Muriel Fentiman. Our manager-was Mari- 
lyn Johnson. Clark, Libby, Hilton and Kinney 
are lost by graduation. 

We hope that Norridgewock will not have 
to live long without a basketball team. 

Teams played and scores: 


Boys GIRLS 
North Anson ....... A222 Noe 39-33 N 
North Anson ....... 34-82 Ne ut 36-29 N 
PAN phe Peeway, Se wea AS-i a Neng 18-16 N 
Clintoniah... Sct hes 2O=8 S96 a 54-19 N 
Skowhegan ........ LG-200 9. yds 17-18 N 
Skowhegan ......... 21-22 547s 12-19 S 
pe) at) AT a AS 5 PORE 23-30.) Sr. nes 30-19 N 
Oakland "ar su, Sects 26-623 OO a 26-52 O 


Madison. 23 = .gtar ae 30-43 M..... 29-39 M 
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THE CHEERLEADERS 


Left to right: Barbara Neale, June Miller, Wilhelmina Knowlen, Harriett Fentiman 


Chiton’ ev ateraees 2On24 US ee 51-10 N 
Madison": 32 foe 18-56 M..... 12-19 M 
Qakiand: 3) ales io. 2I-F400) 3a 2 23-15 N 
New Sharon ....... 44-20 N..... 44-16 N 
New Sharoni-x 373: 15-18 N.S.... 31-31 N 


BASEBALL 


Our baseball team as yet has had little 
practice, but we know they'll come through 
with a good team. They will carry on without 
their suits and other old and prized equipment. 


SOFTBALL 


With a bat and a couple of balls the N. H. S. 
girls will try their hand at the bat. We expect 
to see them coming home with their share of 
the games. 


Cheerleaders 


This year Mr. Knowlen announced that any 
girls wishing to be cheerleaders could try out 
before a special assembly, and they would be 
chosen by the student body. The four girls 
were chosen and they practiced the same sche- 
dule as the regular teams. And for the first 
time they were awarded letters. 











al 
A 
i) 
s 
- a 
> a4 
a << 
5 ae 
a 
9 ore 
a 
x ie 
x ZA 
A Z 
a 
se a 
2 < 
0 4 
= r 
lan i 
Oo } 
ra 
Z <q 
S , 
8 ~ 
' 
Ga) < 
= a 
5 eal 
an is 
| ase | es 
(x) ve 
aa 
— 














NorRRIDGEWOcK HicH ScHoor 


Loss of N. H. S. 


By BARBARA KETCHUM °45 


A severe loss to the community and the stu- 
dents was the burning of our school.- This 
tragedy happened in the wee hours of the morn- 
ing of March twenty-eight, the morning follow- 
ing our annual Senior Play. It was a complete 
loss. Within two hours the building was flat. 
For days the smoke from the cellar continued. 

All of the school records were lost, but for- 
tunately our superintendent had the high school 
duplicate records of the previous years. 

Our Senior Play had been a great success, 
and everyone had enjoyed it. All of the stage 
properties had been left overnight and were 
also lost. Furniture consisting of overstuffed 
chairs, studio couch, desk, fireplace screen and 
set, stand, chair, and table were lost by Ella 
Estey, Mr. and Mrs. Clinton Ketchum, Mr. and 
Mrs. Ansel Clark, Mr. and Mrs. Henry Lynds, 
Mrs. Hattie Fentiman, and Mrs. Grace Wil- 
liamson. A dance followed the play and nearly 
everyone stayed to attend it. The play was a 
success though it led to a fatal morning. 

All grades were conducted in this school as 
well as the high school. The laboratory, and 
the manual training shops were in the base- 
ment, classrooms and the Home Economics 
room on the first floor, classrooms, office, and 
the auditorium on the second floor. The audit- 
orium was also the gymnasium, and town hall. 
Most of the local functions were held there. 

We are all looking forward to a modern 
school building next year. Until then, memo- 
ries of our school days at old N. H. S. will 
linger in our minds, never to be forgotten. We 
certainly enjoyed some good times there. 

The building had been used since 1916 as a 
school building. 
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Meanwhile, in order to finish this year of 
school, the high school students are attending 
classes in the K. of P. hall. The Grange hall 
is being used by the sub-primary and the first 
grade, and the remainder of the grades are 
attending school in the Congregational vestry. 

We have some new books. Others were 
borrowed from Belgrade and Oakland. Seats 
were borrowed from several places. The Home 
Economics classes continue through the kind- 
ness of townspeople lending sewing machines, 
and so forth. 

The students in the graduating class will 
miss their annual dance and regular hall for 
their graduation “exercises. The latter will be 
held in the Congregational church. 


Your Conscience 

By LorraInE Rowe ’46 
Beloved, when your conscience speaks, ' 
With the openest of minds you must listen; 
For God through your conscience will speak, 
If eagerly, humbly you will listen. 


My Great Debut 
By Barpara NEALE ’47 

Madison Square Garden! The bright lights 
around the stage pit glare into the immense 
building lighting it up brilliantly. The row upon 
row of seats are packed to the rafters. Every- 
one is talking and calling back and forth. The 
sound of the candy and popcorn vendors can 
be heard above everything. It is all here! 
Everything characteristic of an outfit’s opening 
night. 

Backstage everyone is hustling about. Call- 
ing for the stage manager, the wardrobe maid, 
the electrician because the lights in someone’s 
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dressing room have gone out, getting the acts 
in their places. 

Then everything is hushed. The lights are 
dimmed; the spotlights are turned on. The 
orchestra moves into rhythm. The curtain rises. 
One by one the roller acts go on. The comics, 
the doubles, the waiters and so on until about 
the fifth act, all being applauded with natural 
handclasps. The previous act comes off the 
stage followed by applause. The next per- 
formance will be mine. My first solo appear- 
ance and also the first solo of the evening. 

Then the spotlights change to soft pinks and 
blues. The orchestra plays so softly, but rhyth- 
mically, it is hardly audible. There is not a 
sound. The audience seems so tense as if hold- 
ing its breath, for this is to be the star per- 
formance! 

Nervously I finger my white satin fur- 
trimmed costume with the matching beanie. I 
look down at my coveted skates with their 
transparent glass wheels studded with tiny blue 
lights, almost praying to them to make me a 
success. The wardrobe maid stands behind 
me making sure my hair is in-place and every- 
thing just right. 

Then the stage manager touches me on the 
shoulder and nods. Slowly, so slowly, I move 
toward the huge stage. Nearer and nearer! 
Dozens of, thoughts race through my mind. 
Will I fall? Or stumble? A wheel come loose? 
Lose my balance? Be laughed at? I have al- 
most reached the pit. What will happen! 

Now I hear my mother calling. Reluctantly 
I drink the rest of the limeade, put down my 
book, and move slowly, so slowly, to do the 
non-sensational task of dishes! 


The Present Day Crisis 


WILLARD WHEELER 749 


War is the main topic at all meetings. To 
me it is war here as well as abroad. 

Are we not fighting to produce more food, 
more and better ammunition that our fighting 
men may have the best? 

Since this war has begun we have saved 
things that we never dreamed would be of 
future use, such as paper, tin, iron, silk stock- 
ings, and fats. 
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We are rationed on certain articles. We sput- 
ter and blame the rationing boards for giving 
their services, unpaid and it’s a very noticeable 
hardship to ask ‘“‘What are my neighbors’ sons 
going through right now? Should I question 
my right to a pound of butter or a brimming 
tank of gas?” 

We will keep right on giving, giving until 
it hurts and this war is over. We have sub- 
stituted those things which it is impossible to 
obtain. It seems to me one of the lessons we 
have gained out of this war is how to save. 
We've learned to avoid all waste. Had we only 
been saving in the past. But the past is gone. 

It’s now in one word — BONDS. 


Toast to N. H. S. 
By JEANETTE JOHNSON '48 


We walk its corridors wide and ample 
With education as our aim, 

Here to gain our daily knowledge 

Where right and wisdom have their claim. 


We have seen the “Seven Wonders’. 
We have seen the “Sphinx”, I guess, 
But we've never seen a building, 

Like our dear old N. H. S. 


As we entered Junior High School 
Starting forth our way to learn, 
We found many trying subjects 
Waiting us at every turn. 


With a smile we passed them over, 
Did our duty by the rest. 

They will linger in our memories, 
Lessons learned at N. H. S. 


Here’s to the games we lost and won 
Here's to the students true. 

Here’s to our loyal teachers, 

Our coaches, and athletes, too. 


Here’s to all our studies 

That we've learned so faithfully, 
Here’s to the model student 

We all hope and strive to be. 


Here’s to our soldiers and sailors 
That we've sent far over the sea; 
May they soon return home safely 
And the whole world again-be free. 


Here’s to those who still are with us, 
Here’s to those who have cleared the way. 
Here’s to dear old Norrwcewock HicH 
Here’s to success in her future days. 





—_—_- 
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My Report Card 


By Haroitp Brown 748 

Oh dear! Darn!!! D, D, E, D-. Well any- 
way, old Miss Hawknose gave me a D- in Eng- 
lish. D in Algebra. E in Latin, and D in 
French. What’ll I tell Ma? Gee! I hate to 
go home. 

Hi Ma. Got my report card. Did I do good? 
Well, not very good. You don’t think I have 
been trying? Well, I have. Honest I have, 
Ma. I mean it. I guess, well gee, I tho’t I 
was doing good. Old Miss Hawknose gave 
me—ouch—I can call her that here at home, 
can’t I? 

You’re a grand cook, Ma. What a supper! 
See my football anywhere? Why? I'll get 
something to show for going to school before 
I play again! Gee, Ma! The fellas’ll be wait- 
ing for me. Oh, O. K. Goodnight, Ma. I 
wish I could have played just a little while 
before I go up to study. 

Ma, I don’t want no breakfast this morning. 
I just ain’t hungry. Bye, Ma. 

Say Bill, where’s your report card? All A’s 
and B’s? Gee, I got D’s and E’s. 

’morning Miss Greenleaf. Here’s my report 
card. Ma signed it, and she didn’t think it 
was WHAT? This is Bill’s card and 
he’s got mine? G-Gosh! - ’scuse me, Miss 
Greenleaf, but this is sure wonderful. 

Hey, fellers, wait for me. 





This is “School Spirit” 

Senior plays are a lot of fun and we really 
do enjoy them, especially the one of March 
twenty-seventh. But never before did we have 
one that ended with such sorrow and loss as 
that one did. Yes, we lost OLD N. H. S. with 
all its contents. The Senior class received the 
heaviest blow of any because this is their last 
year to be together, and they surely are sacri- 
ficing a lot, although they are doing it without 
much fuss or stew, and are doing the best 
with what they have. 

As a result of this catastrophe, we all re- 
ceived a week and a half vacation. During this 
vacation our principal, manual training teacher, 
and a student of the Senior class worked hard 
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to secure, fix up, and supply us with a new 
school to finish our school year in. 

On the corner between Main street and De- 
pot street we are continuing our school activi- 
ties. Naturally it isn’t like what we had before, 
but it surely is a good substitute. 

With cooperation between teachers and stu- 
dents we have continued our classes as before, 
and we are all looking forward to a new school. 

— Harriett C, FENTIMAN ’47 


Our Marines 
By JEANETTE THEBARGE ’45 


We are proud of our Marines 

Who fought in many a battle, 

In Pearl Harbor and the Philippines 
To save our country’s title. 


They fought against the Japs, 
Who fight like wild animals, 
They were not saps, 

To defeat these mammals. 


Many a man he died, 

And left behind a sweetheart, 
While on earth he might have lived, 
But as a Marine he did his part. 


They all helped to bring peace 
In this world of fear, 

Their names will all appear 
On the Honor Roll here. 


Everyday Incident 
By WILHELMINA KNOWLEN 747 


She looked up at the tall sergeant. The fear 
in her eyes was inexpressable. He look down 
on a slim blond girl. She was not pretty, nor 
was she plain. But one glance at the couple 
would make the onlooker doubtful as to wheth- 
er they were married or not. They surely did 
not look like a pair; they certainly did not 
match. 

The scowl on his face tortured her, It bur- 
rowed into her being and began to take effect 
on her. She bit her lip hard and tried to keep 
back the tears that must come. Despite her 
struggle, a tear glided slowly down her left 
cheek. When she spoke, her voice showed deep 
emotion. 
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“Oh, I didn’t think you’d mind. If I’d 
thought for once that : 

“If you’d thought—” he interrupted. “If 
you'd thought. That’s the trouble with you— 
you never think. Sometimes I could kill you— 
you— you—” 





“But don’t you see?” she pleaded. “Can’t 
you understand? I needed money with taxes 
and all. Your allotment wasn’t enough. I saw 
in the paper that a couple wanted a rent. The 
house is much too big for me alone. And it 
popped into. my head that-—_—” 


“It popped into your head that you’d rent 
my house, my house to a couple you’d never 
seen before. Then you wrote me saying how 
nice things were going and all. You said it 
was all as it was when I left it. Well, I came 
home — to what? I sometimes wonder. I find 
another man’s hat in the hall. I find another 
couple at the table. I find everything that was 
once mine used by another couple, a couple 
I’ve never even seen.” 


She laid a hand on his arm. “Sh, they’ll 
hear you.” She made a futile gesture to quiet 
him. Her attempt was of no avail, for he 
kept on, in his booming voice going over the 
events that led up to his unpleasant discovery. 

Suddenly, she could hold the tears that had 
been burning her eyelids no longer. They came 
in a deluge and with them sobs, heart-breaking 
sobs to anyone other than the masterful ser- 
geant that stood before her. Through her mind 
flashed many memories; the day of their mar- 
riage, the day he left for the army, his first 
furlough, his telegram announcing his fourteen- 
day leave, the plans she had made. 


As though struck by a bolt of lightning, she 
uncovered her face which had been covered 
by her slim, white hands, and gazed fully into 
his face. “He’s never acted like this before,” 
she thought. Her face cleared and she spoke 
with a clear steady voice, so steady in fact 
that it surprised her. 

“You've never acted like this,” she said and 
Was so overcome with his rudeness that her 
mind was filled with only one thought. If she 
could sink her fingernails into his smooth, hand- 
some face .. . if she could show him she was 
as powerful as he... . 
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She lunged forward. He dodged. She lost 
her balance and fell onto the floor. The skin 
on her right cheek peeled back as she struck 
the corner of the coffee table. She lay motion- 


less. 
"“Cartity 


The soldier picked up his hat and walked 
swiftly out the door. The girl jumped nimbly 
to her feet and ran after him. 

He changed into civilian clothes and hurried 
to the Hollywood General Hospital where only 
yesterday he had become a father’ of twins. 

She changed. for her next shot and sat down 
to write her husband who was overseas. 


My Scotch Ancestors As | 
Imagine Them 
By Lots McKecunie ’46 


At the north of England lies a land of rugged 
hills and highlands. It was from this country 
that some of my ancestors came. 


I don’t really know much about my Scotch 
ancestors but it isn’t hard to imagine what 
they may have been like. I think of the men 
as tall and rugged with the blood of the fight- 
ing Scots running in their veins. The women 
were courageous but gentle and sweet. As I 
read of the historic happenings and the settlings. 
of old Scotland I put my ancestors in the midst 
of them. 


I read of a large battle such as that at Ban- 
nockburn and I hear the strains of a bagpipe 
and see several of my ancestors in the group 
of men who march to victory, Entangled with 
my dreams of my Scotch ancestors is a Lady 
of the Lake setting. I think of the quiet soli- 
tude of Lock Katrina, one of my ancestors in 
a boat starting slowly on his way to Ellen’s Isle. 


When I hear the sound of barking dogs my 
blood races and in distant thought I hear the 
faint echo of a horn. I place one of my an- 
cestors on his mount and as it leaps the near 
fences and shrubs, I realize that the stag is 
lost even at the beginning of the hunt. 

Someday I'll visit Scotland. There in some 


secluded nook I’ll be free to convene with the: 
shadows of the past. 
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A Bad Problem 
By GERALDINE O’NEAL ’48 

“Gee, these sodas are swell, aren’t they, 
Janie ?”’ 

“They sure are, Jimmy.” 

care 5 

- Yes. Jimmy.” 

“ih, nice weather, isn’t it?” 

“Janie?” 

“Eh, we got our report cards tonight.” 

“Yes, Jimmy ?” 

“Janie ?”’ 

“Oh, for gosh sakes! Yes, I’ll go to the 
school dance with you.” 

“You will?’ Jim took one deep draw on the 
straw, drawing up the entire contents of the 
soda, choked, grabbed his hat and left Janie 
leisurely and smilingly sipping the sudsy pink 
drink. 

“Ma-a-a-, Ma, where—oh where are you? 
She’ll go, she’il go, imagine that Ma. You 
could’ve knocked me over with a blow torch.” 

“Wait a minute Jimmy! Take it easy! 
Who’ll go and where ?” 

“Janie—She’ll go to the dance with me.”’ 

“Oh Jim, I’m sorry, really I am, but you 
can’t take Janie this time. You simply must 
take your cousin Mary. She came in this noon 
on the train.” 

The following morning Jimmy’s feet dragged 
down over the stairs. He left his breakfast 
almost untouched. The front door closed soft- 
ly behind him. 

Mrs. Evans sighed. Perhaps after all the 
boy didn’t feel well. He was growing so fast. 
The door! She smiled when she thought how 
perfect y unreasonable parents were. Here she 
was almost wishing the front door had banged 
to. At the same time Jimmy landed at the 
foot of the steps. Ordinarily she’d have 
clenched her teeth and hoped the glass panels 
were still intact. 

“What am I going to tell Janie? I hate to 
let her down. Why — Hello Janie!” 

“°Lo Jimmy. Long chin this morning?” 

“Janie I can’t go to the dance with you. 
I’ve got to take that old fat and toothless cou- 
sin Mary of mine.” 


“Gee I’m sorry, Jimmy.” 


—————— oe = 
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“Same here. No hard feelings. Hiya Bob. 
Say Bob, who are you taking to the dance 2” 

“I can’t find anyone to go. You’ve grabbed 
Janie.” 

“I can’t take Janie, for some horrible reason.” 

“Swell. Say-—shake pal and thanks.” 

Jimmy ascended the front steps of his home 
in the same frame of mind he had descended 
three hours previously. 

“Every time I go through this front door 
I open into trouble. Mom—Oh, Mom!” 

“Right here in the kitchen. And Jim, I have 
some news for you. Mary can’t go to the 
dance. She has a bad toothache, and her moth- 
er wants her to go home on the 6:30 train. 
You take her to the station, Jim.” 

“Now I’ve got to take her to the station. 
What next!” 

As Jim, with a red-eyed, sobbing Mary, who 
was desperately trying to be brave, left the 
house, they saw Janie and Bob coming to meet 
them. 

“Hi-ya. How’s the tooth? Too bad Mary. 
Fough luck, but we’re going down to see you 
off on the train, too.” 

Jimmy’s spirits lengthened ever so much as 
he saw Mary up the train steps. She looked 
inquiringly at her cousin. 

“So long Mary. Too bad you have to leave. 


”” 
> 2 


I’m terribly sorry 

“Say, Bob, what are you looking at?” 

The train pulled out. 

“That girl getting off. Isn’t that— Hi, Min- 
erva.”’ 

Jimmy turned to Janie. “There goes Bob. 
Wish I were taking you to the dance. Have a 
good time. Guess I’ll run home.” 

“Gang, here’s Minerva and, look pal, you 
know how it is with us. Now Mary’s gone 
and— well, Jim, do I have to say it for you? 
Wake up kid—say it this way. ‘May I, Jim 
Evans, have the pleasure of taking you, Janie 
Brewster, to the dance?’ ” 

The front door banged. Mrs. Evans smiled. 
Things must be—how was it,-— jake?” 

“Ma, come here. Where’s Dad’s bow tie. 
I got everything out of his draw, but I can’t 
find it.” 

And so, at the Junior Prom that night, 
Janie, in her new blue gown and Jimmy in 
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his new tuxedo, had in some miraculous way, 
so it seemed to Jim, triumphed over a bad 
problem. 


Chummy Returns 
By MAvELYN KNOWLEN 749 

It was a cold winter night in a little town in 
Maine. The wind shrieked around the corners 
of buildings and through the woods that lined 
the road. The snow blew with stinging vio- 
lence. 

Janie Drew was plodding her way home, 
blundering through drifts knee-high and hur- 
rying as fast as she could so her mother 
might not worry. When she had left for Girl 
Scouts it had only been squally. Janie was 
never afraid and, besides it wasn’t late, 
only about eight o’clock, but she had a vague 
feeling that back of her best to find out. 
She stopped, pulled her parker hood back and 
listened. There was something there, follow- 
ing her steps. For a moment her heart beat 
fast. And then she heard a faint whine. A 
dog! She hurried back. 


A little dog, terribly gaunt, a little cring- 
ing, shivering fellow. She picked ‘him up and 
tucked him down inside her jacket. Small as 
he was, she fell more than once headlong into 
a drift, driving snow up under her sleeve as 
her arm plunged down -to save herself and 
never once did he whimper. 





“Janie, dear, you’re so wet, come get 
why what have you got there? Now look 
here young lady, you remember what hap- 





pened last time, and how badly bitten Ben: 


was when he tried to play with that German 
police.” 

“Mother, I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. I 
didn’t know he was there, until back in the 
road through the woods at the edge of the 
lot. He was trying to leap along my tracks. 
He’s so frightened, mother. And he’s so little.” 


“Well, for tonight, Janie, you get into some 
dry things. Here, this mat will do for him. 
I’ll put it right back of the stove. Here, come 
fellow.” 


She reached for the dog and half lead half 
carried him onto the mat. How light he was! 


THE NorRIDGWOG 


A warm tongue touched her wrist, after brown 
eyes had looked inquiringly into hers. 

Janie was watching. She smiled. She knew 
she wasn’t wrong. “Fellow” was here to stay. 


Bread On The Water 


LucILLE Morrity 48 


Mr. and Mrs. Brown’s house was near the 
railroad tracks. There were always men com- 
ing to beg for food. Mr. Brown had told his 
wife that if she must feed the bums to give 
it to them in a paper bag telling them to go 
some other place to eat it, but never to let 
them inside the house. 

One morning after breakfast and soon after 
Mr. Brown had left for work, a tramp rapped 
at the back door. He asked for a bite to eat. 

Mrs. Brown had a lot of batter left over, 
and he was such a young looking fellow that 
she invited him in. : 

Again and again she filled the spider with 
batter and transferred the golden brown cakes 
onto the stranger’s plate. There was plenty 
of syrup and butter and steaming hot coffee. 
Six cups that boy drank. 

When finished he said, as he pushed his chair 
back from the table, “My mother’s sick out 
in Indiana, and I’ve got to hurry. In fact I’ve 
been hurrying so much since I left Baltimore 
last night that I forgot I was hungry until I 
smelled the. cooking down the street. I’ll not 
forget your kindness, ma’am, nor your ad- 
dress.” - 

Not for one moment did she believe the sick 
mother story. What would they tell her next! 
“Wait, lad, I’ll pack you something to take 
along.” 

Months passed. Among Mrs. Brown’s Christ- 
mas mail was a letter postmarked Indiana, the 
address only 7 Temple Street, Conway, In- 
diana. “Now who——?” 

“Dear Kind Lady, 


I forgot to ask your name, but I never 
forgot your street and house number. I 
guess that you still remember the hungry 
boy from Indiana. Mom lived just two 
days after I reached home. I told her how 
good you had been to me and she said ‘God 
bless her” The food you packed did me 
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for the rest of the way home. I suppose 
you think I have been a mighty long time 
remembering to thank you, but I had the 
doctor's bills and the funeral expenses to 
take care of first. 

I am enclosing ten dollars. Buy your- 
self a Christmas present for me. It is to 
say thank you to the nicest next to Mom 
in the world, for the best feed I’ve had 
in years. 

Happy New Year. May God bless you 
just like she said, 

John Waddel” 


A Mother's Only Son 


By JEANETTE THEBARGE ’45 

Jack, the on:y son of Mrs. James Smith, had 
just reached his eighteenth birthday. He had 
enlisted in the Marines and was waiting for 
his orders to leave. 

One warm spring day, Jack came dashing 
up the porch steps. He was breathless and 
excited. ‘ 

‘Mother, mother, come here quick!” 

“Now what is the matter with you ?” 

“I just got my orders, and I am to report 
Friday,” he said. 

“So soon?” questioned his mother. 

The following Friday, Mrs. Smith went to 
bid her son goodbye. At the station the tears 
filled her eyes, but with great effort she held 
them back. Her only son was leaving, prob- 
ably never to return. 

“Take care of yourself and never forget 
mother.” That was her last warning. 

After his departure she returned home. 

Three months had passed. Today was the 
first of May, and she had not heard from her 
son except one letter containing his address. 
She had seen in the paper that he had visited 
relatives in another state. She knew that her 
only son had forgotten her. 

Mrs. Smith sat reading the paper a few days 
later, and the doorbell rang. She hurried to 
the door, hoping to see her son. It was a 
messenger boy instead. 

_ “Sign here,” he said. 
With trembling hands she signed the slip 
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and took the envelope he handed her. She 
opened it, and it read as follows: 


“The War Department regrets to inform you 
your son P. F. C. Jack Smith has been re- 
ported missing in action on Iwo Jima.” 

She felt shaky and went into the house. 

Two months passed quickly and she had not 
heard anything about her son. She was cook- 
ing dinner and she heard the doorbell ring. 
She stood rigid and a funny feeling came to 
her throat. The doorbell rang again; she went 
slowly to answer it. There, to her amazement, 
stood her son. She thought she was dreaming, 
and then he spoke. 


“Oh, I’m home at last.” 


She opened her mouth to speak, but no 
sound came out. He opened his arms, and she 
fell into them. She knew now that she wasn’t 
dreaming and that her only son had not for- 
gotten her. 


Home On Leave 
By MuriELt FENTIMAN 746 


The fire was burning brightly, 

But it didn’t seem much like home to him, 
As he stepped into the room so lightly 
Without his sister, Win. 


Win is in the Nurses Corps 

Doing the best she knows how. 

Wouldn’t it be nice if she'd step through the 
door 

Instead of being overseas now? 


Brother Bill is in the Air Corps 
Helping to save our nation; 

He risks his life flying over the country, 
While we are kicking about rations. 


Then there is his kid Brother. 

He wants to ride the waves 

On a P. T. or something or other, 
Like his big brother Dave. 


Dave is in the Marines 
Going from shore to shore; 
He sails the ocean blue 
And 1s still looking for more. 


These memories come rushing back 
Of his family he holds so dear, 

His love for them will never slack 
For it is hard to hold back a tear. 














Senior Sketches 


I am not so good at rhyming 

But I will try I guess 

And give our class a boost 

Before our yearbook goes to press. 


I will begin with a boy, 

The “Don Juan” of all our classes 
Douglas is his name, 

He has a way with the lassies. 


Next will come Philip 
Who needs little mention, 
We all remember well 
How he stands at attention. 


And now I come to Harold 
A good sport in every way 
Altho his hair is red, 

His temper’s not that way. 


I'll add a verse for Quentin 

“Lib” is missed by one and all. 
He serving in the Marmes now, 
In answer to his country’s call. 


Now to the girls I'll turn my pen, 
And start with one, Jeanette, 

She is very, very quiet 

But we all like her you bet. 


Lucile with eyes so blue, 

A girl who's hard to beat, 

The rush she makes in Chenustry, 
Is only to get a seat. 


Cleo pens many letters-— 

And o’er the ocean lets them sail, 
She has a little motto 

It's “Win your Male by Mail.” 


Katherine is our youngest, 
With Suzanna bucks the drifts 
She is always ready and willing 
To give her classmates lifts. 


Jennie’s good in studies, 

Tops in an argument too. 

She has been a willing scholar, 
Her whole school years through. 


Barbara always cheerful, 
Often times a little late, 
Partial to someone in the service 
With whom she seems to rate. 


Pearl, small, dark, and winsome, 
Good for a laugh most anytime, 

Brightens up the Chemistry room 
With a joke or a dizzy line. 
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Ella, always busy, 

Although she never rushes 

Finds the Main room closet 

A handy place to hide her blushes. 


Emerald, one of our smallest, 
But size don’t always count, 
She is good at shooting baskets 
Which helps our score to mount. 


Beverly with her sunny smile, 
Showing teeth so pearly, 

Even when she stays out late, 
Gets to school, bright and early. 


And now, dear Senior classmates, 
My little poem is done, 

I hope you have enjoyed it 

And remembered all our fun. 


MARILYN JOHNSON 745 


The author of all the foregoing rhymes 
Is nearly punctual at all times, 

She’s done fairly well by the rest of us 
So we can’t afford to make much fuss. 


BARBARA KETCHUM and JENNIE HILTON 745 


Lost and Found 
By ALTHEA CourRTNEyY 48 


Jonathan J. White, Jr., had been in the 
United States Army Air Force three whole 
years. Two of these had been spent overseas. 

Now. Jonny, as his friends called him, didn’t 
mind this at all for he was a careful lad with 
a joyous heart just suited for the danger of 
war. But not so for little Ma White as she 
sat by the window in the little house in Oak 
street. While her fingers nimbly worked the 
needles in and out of the sweater she was 
knitting, her mind followed her son far away 
in some foreign land. 

A loud peeling of the doorbell brought her 
back to here and now. Opening the door she 
saw before her an elderly man with an envelope 
in his outstretched hand. 

“Telegram for you, Madam.” 

She grasped the envelope and tore it open. 

“The War Department regrets to inform 
you that your son, Jonathan J. White, Jr., is 
missing in action over Germany.” 

Standing with the fatal message clutched 
in her hand, her mind wandered back over 
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the years. While Jonny was growing up, she 
could see him toddling off to school in his first 
long pants. How proud he had been. There 
was the black eye he acquired during the foot- 
bail tournament. She remembered how he 
used to comb his blond wavy hair so neatly 
before going to spend the evening with Mary 
Ann after his homework was done. How happy 
he had been when he had learned that Uncle 
Sam needed him. How rightly proud of those 
hard-earned wings. 

Months passed. Spring came in all its ra- 
diance. There was no joy in little Ma White’s 
heart. For months her body and mind seemed 
numb. 

One day as she worked mechanically in the 
daffodil bed, she heard a step on the path be- 
hind her. Glancing up she gazed at a tall 
lanky lad in khaki, who quietly returned her 
stare. He smiled. 

‘“Jon-n-ie ?”’ 

“Mom. It’s I. I’ve come back.” He put his 
arm around the stooped shoulders. Her eyes 
still gazed into the almost strange young face. 

“But they said you were lost? And your 
arm, it’s gone.” 

“T know, Ma. The Germans did their best, 
but they couldn’t stop me from coming home 
to this little white house and you.” 


The Class of “47 


We Sophomores are a peppy bunch, 
Number minus one and twenty. 
We're always into everything 

And get bawled out a-plenty. 


In class meetings we take the cake 
We sure do raise the dickens; 

With everyone trying to talk at once, 
We sound like hens and chickens. 


We also offer quite a bit 

For the pride of N. H. S. 

In basketball we seem to shine, 

And you know who without a guess. 


Three are stars in basketball 

As Marilyn, Betty and Glen. 

So good are these three high school kids, 
They're always on sports writers’ pens. 


oo 


Our future stars come up as follows; 

Maxine, Gladys and Jean. 

You can tell by the way that those girls play 
That theyre right on the beam. 


And don’t forget our cheerleaders, 

Who yell em fast an’ furious, 

The spectators watch them with wondering eyes 
Bewildered, puzzled, and curious! 


We're also proud of our triple male set. 
Yes! proud of them indeed. 

At least we beat the Juniors 

But we are still in need. 


But now it’s getting very late 
And I must go to bed, 

For basketballs and cheerleaders 
Are running through my head. 


BARBARA NEALE 747 


Life 
By Lorraine Rowe ’46 

Life to a two year old is something far 
greater than the channel of their minds will 
allow them to think on. Thus their lives are 
taken for granted. 

To a twelve year old life is sometimes excit- 
ing, but like a two year old, is taken for granted 
and as a matter “‘of course’. 

The life of a fifteen year old is mingled with 
temptation and is a struggle between right or 
wrong. 

Life to a seventeen year old is a question of 
“Shall I go to college?” and often an “I love 
me” affair. 

To a twenty year old life is a struggle to 
get a college education, also a time in one’s life 
when many definite decisions are made. 

To a twenty-five year old life is a matter’ of 
“Will you marry me?” and “Let’s travel”. 

The life of a fifty year old is graceful and 
reserved. 

To the seventy year old the realization of 
the fast flight of time is sensed. Each day, 
each hour, each minute becomes precious and 





valuable while the words “Tf I only had is 
and “it mightshave been if-———” are oft times 
repeated. 


The eighty year old man will eagerly try 
to convince youth that 
“Life is real! Life is earnest! 
And the grave is not its goal.” 
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Youth is ignorant of the extreme importance 
of the advice of the aged, experienced ones 
and blindly replies, “But Grandpa, you’re old 
fashioned. We want to have a good time while 
we're young!” 





Remember youth 
“Not enjoyment and not sorrow 
Is our destined end or way, 
But to act that each tomorrow 
Find us farther than today.” 


We, youth of toda¥, must be ever ready to 
mend the flaws in our lives that our forefathers 
have made. 


“Let us then be up and doing, 
With a heart for any fate, 
Still achieving, still perservering, 
Learn to labor and to wait.” 


Our French Class 
By MaxINE TUTTLE ’47 


We, the members of the French class 
Are very meek and mild, 

But when it comes to verbs 

We make our teacher wild. 


First we have some Freshman 
Who try to do the part, 

But they didn’t know an object 
Not even at the start. 


Now I'll take the Sophomores. 

First comes Mina Knowlen, 

And when it comes to French vocabs 
She certainly does know ‘em. 


Next comes our dear Marilyn 
Whom everyone does adore. 
But when she gets to laughing 
She makes an awful roar. 


Barbara is a whiz 

To that we all agree; 
And when we have a quiz, 
It’s right in. her degree. 


The boys think Helen is a dear 
And she gets compliments yearly. 
The other day in beginners class, 
She had her lesson, nearly. 


Jean is our active little girl | 
Who loves to. whisper-and talk. 
‘Tis then that Mrs. Garfield 
Should send her for a walk. 
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Now I'll take the Jumors, 
There are three to be exact. 
And when they start reciting 
They surely do put on an act. 


I am very, very tired 

And my head 1s in a whirl. 
So I guess I'll go to bed now 
And be a real good girl. 


Mercer’s Gang 
By ErHetyn HEALD ’46 


First ofall is our “little Ford”. 
It travels right along ;- 

It surely gets us places 

And hums just like a song. 


Then comes our nifty driver. 
Miss Josephine’s her name 

In French she’s something wild ; 
In driving she’s always tame. 


Ethelyn sits with the chauffeur 
And watches for a bump. 
When it comes to French class, 
Her heart begins to pump. 


Elsie is quite a lass, 

Always is on time. 

Very helpful to her friends, 
Would lend them her last dime. 


Jean is one of the Freshmen 
A quiet girl at that ; 

When exams come along 
She can sit her sister flat. 


Beverly is our Blonde, 
Always full of smiles. 
Likes to dance the jitterbug 
For this she'd walk ten miles. 


This sums up the Mercer Gang, 
Four brunettes and one blonde. 
I am sure that all the teachers 
Will miss them when theyre gone. 


Dream Fulfilled 


By KATHLEEN FIELD 748 


Andre lived with Aunt Shayne in one of 


York’s fifth avenue apartments. She 


loved its glittering streets and night clubs with 
their torch singers and diving bands. 
Taffy, a New York model, also shared Aunt 
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Shayne’s apartment. Then there was Bill who 
lived a few blocks up the avenue. 

Andre waiked down the steps of the Kates 
Dramatic School. As always she had a keen 
sense of having done well the day’s assign- 
ment. Ever since a small child listening to 
radio programs she had wanted to be an ac- 
tress. She worked hard with a dogged deter- 
mination that won her the sympathy, approval, 
and help of her instructors. Another year of 
study and her life-long dream would be ful- 
filled. Ahead of her she saw Taffy coming out 
of the Professional Office building. ““Hi, Taffy.” 

“Hi ya. How’s the day ?” 

“Same.” And Andre lapsed into silence. Her 
face reflecting, with smiles and frowns, thoughts 
of the day. Taffy understood and kept silent. 
Should she ‘tell Andre or not about Aunt 
Shayne? Better not. They reached the house 
and climbed the stairs to their apartment. 

“Hi, Aunt Shayne.” Andre leaned over and 
kissed her. Aunt Shayne was the only mother 
she had ever known, and she had lived with 
her since her parents were killed in the auto- 
mobile accident. “Auntie, why so glum?” 

“Dear I— I don’t know what to tell you. 
A week ago they laid me off. Your Aunt 
Shayne is an old lady as far as work goes. 
I’ve tried every day, all day since to find em- 
ployment. Scarcity of help! Andre, I can't 
even get into the factory. They don’t want 
anyone as old as I. There’s the insurance, but 
I don’t dare touch it. It’s our only security. 
I’m so sorry. I’ve tramped from one place to 
the other; answered every ad; gone where 
the employment office sent me. It’s no use.” 

Andre’s eyes filled with tears. “How soon 
Aunt Shayne? I— I mean how much have we 
got? How long can I keep on Ey 

“Tt’s a matter of weeks, Andre. Of course—” 

“Hj folks, I’m coming in. Say, where’s 
everybody ?”” 

Taffy turned to the door. 

“We're in here, Bill.” 
er—have I butted into 





“How about—-say 
something ?” 

“No, Bill. You’re welcome. Besides you may 
as well know.” 


“Tye lost my job, Bill. You know how it 
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is with us. Andre and I just getting along un- 
til this course is finished. We just can’t hang 
without my paycheck. Fourteen more months! 
I— if I only knew what to do.” 

Bill listened. “Let’s let it ride while we give 
it a good think. Old Bill won’t let you starve.” 


Andre smiled. 

“Folks, how about inviting me for dinner? 
I haven’t been here since Monday. Cook up 
some of that nice chocolate pudding, and we'll 
have a feed.” 

“Bless him,” thought Aunt Shayne. ‘“He’s 
trying to help.” 

Weeks passed. Bill again rushed upstairs 
and burst in upon Aunt Shayne. 

“NEWS! Aunt Shayne! They need a wo- 
man about your age down at the office. I told 
them about you. They want you to come down 
tomorrow for an interview. And—well, of 
course, I suppose I hadn’t aught to say it, but 
I know the job is yours.” 

Months passed. Andre’s debut had come and 
gone. Of all her teachers, Aunt Shayne, Tatty, 
and Bill, Andre remained the calmest. She 
had been so sure of herself, those who loved 
her, feared for her. But her public called her 
back again, again, and again. 

Andre’s life-long dream had been fulfilled. 
And in it all she remained the wholesome un- 
spoiled child she’d ever been, and even to in- 
sisting her public know her, not as Andre, but 
as Mrs. William Smith. 


Just A Prayer Away 
By Eva Peary MCCLURE ’45 


There’s a land of peace and happiness, 
There are sweethearts on the way; 
There is love and great rejoicing 

And it’s just a prayer away. 


There's a happy world somewhere, 
There’s a place where love can stay ; 
There are flowers sweet with perfume; 
And it’s just a prayer away. 


There’s a place where boy meets girl, 
And nothing's gone astray; 
There’s a haven in a heaven, 

And it’s just a prayer away. 
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Senior Class of ‘45 
By Eva Peart McCiure ’45 


We the Seniors of ’45 

Are neither dead nor yet alive. 

We never agree on things we do, 

We go to class meetings and sit 
and chew. 


We have a small class, fourteen our 
number, 

None of us are known to slumber. 

We have come through the years together, 

We've helped each other as we should, 
however. 


As Freshmen we were grassy, 
As Sophomores we were brassy; 
As Juniors they thought us sassy, 
But now we seem more classy. 


November 
By MajorieE STICKNEY ’48 


The tense cold chill of November, 
The trees of leaves so bare, 
Reveals the mystic, hidden glory 
Of the snow flakes in the air. 


The mid-day sun in the clouded sky, 
Its light a feeble glow, 

Sends little heat to the frozen plants 
With their whitening forms of snow. 


The cattle in the pasture lane, 
Chew on the frozen grass,- 
And shiver as they turn to drink 
From a pond of icy glass. 


Beneath the shelter of the trees, 
The little calves so bold, 

Must crowd the leaders of the herd, 
To shut out the biting cold. 


The children of the neighborhood 

All whistle and shout with glee, 

As they sense the approaching snowstorm 
For which they longed to see. 


Gone are memories of the.summer sun, 
Happy thoughts fill their place; 

And plans for the coming winter months 
Are sketched on every face. 


The snow falls thick, the flakes increases 
The cold, dark earth turns white: 

The stars come out, the moonlight clears, 
The beauty of a winter’s night. 
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Buy Bonds 
By BARBARA KETCHUM °45 
Loftly I watched the slowly dying sun, 
For just now my day’s work is done. 
I lay in my bed of hay 
So soft and quiet at the end of day. 


Little it seems that over there 

Could an army be fighting anywhere. 
We can only pray to the Lord up above 
To please take care and love. 


In our little hut at the top of the hill, 

Our sheep we watch and give them their fill. 
Two years ago there were three of us, 

But the other two were taken in the fuss. 


We now await their return here, 

Among our hopes there is much fear; 

Until then we'll all buy Bonds, 

And once more see those of whom we're fond. 


Only For The Kid 


By Marityn Dun.ap ’47 


I, Sgt. Dennis O’Conner, knew Cpl. Robert 
Allen and Sgt. John Wood better than any- 
one else, so I was chosen to tell their story. 

To begin with I will tell you a little about 
them. ‘‘Kid’’, as all the fellows called Robert, 
was only eighteen. He came from Indiana and 
had light hair that curled around his face like 
a baby’s. Johnny was the Kid’s constant com- 
panion. The Kid took all his troubles to 
Johnny, and if the Kid did something wrong, 
Johnny took the blame. All the time the Kid 
talked about Johnny this and Johnny that. They 
were inseparable. Johnny came from Colorado, 
was married, had a boy named Peter four years 
old, and a little girl, Ann, two years old. He 
was twenty-seven. 

We were on one of the islands in the South 
Pacific battling the Japs. Johnny was writing 
a hand letter to Nancy, his wife, that night. 
The Kid lay in the foxhole with him: lying 
there, his face streaked with grime that didn’t 
look natural on a face so calm and helpless. 
A blond curl had fallen over his forehead and 
all the fierceness of war had ‘disappeared’ in 
his sleep. 

“He is so young,” thought Johnny. He 
stopped writing and lifted his eyes to the star- 
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scattered sky above. “Oh God,” he murmured, 
“please look down on this boy and protect him 
from ail the——’” But before Johnny could 
finish his prayer for the Kid there was a ter- 
rible crash that woke ail the sleeping men in 
their foxholes. Bullets began tearing around 
above overhead, and it seemed as if the whole 
Jap army was on us. Men leaped out of fox- 
holes and began setting up the guns. 

We walked forward until our guns were 
having a tough time trying to knock out a 
machine gun nest up ahead. It was decided 
that three men should advance and throw gren- 
ades at it. The Kid was the first to volunteer. 
Of course Johnny was the next, and I went, 
also. We crept along together until we were 
behind a clump of bushes. 

The Kid said he would throw first so he 
jumped up like a shot and flung his grenades. 
Before he could fall back to the ground, bullets 
whipped through him. He sank to the ground 
and cried out with a choking sound, “Johnny!” 

That instant something sort of entered John- 
ny’s head for he leaped out, pulled the pins 
from his grenades, and heaved them at the 
nest. The Japs started firing, but Johnny stood 
there throwing grenade after grenade as if none 
of the bullets hit him. I didn’t count how many 
he threw. I just lay there helpless on the 
ground shouting for him to get down, but he 
didn’t seem to hear me. His face was grim, 
and the sweat stood out all over it. Every time 
a grenade exploded he would smile a little as 
if to say, “That’s for the Kid”. 

It seemed ages before he finally fell to the 
ground. As he did the whole machine gun nest 
blew sky-high and Johnny’s white teeth glis- 
tened through the sweat, grime and blood on 
his face. I bent over him and all he said was 
“Goodbye Nancy, my love, Goodbye Pete and 
Ann.” He had almost gone, but he took a 
deep breath and sighed, “Be seeing you, Kid.” 


Home 


By MarityN DUNLAP ’47 
At last! The almost impossible had hap- 
pened. Danny was on his way home after two 
whole years overseas. Two years that had 
seemed like a lifetime, an eternity. 


a 


But Danny was afraid. Of what, he didn’t 
know exactly, but he had a deep lurking fear 
inside him. A fear that everything, his home, 
his family, and friends would be different. All 
changed since he had left. He had seen fellows 
come back sad and moody. They said it was 
changed and not like home. 

Danny had argued with himself. No, his 
Dad and Mother and sister Judy could never 
change. Nor could ten year old Tommy be 
anything but a Junior Commando kid brother. 
Then he remembered as always that he had 
been away two years and a lot could have hap- 
pened. 

Danny gazed at the countryside flying past. 
The wheels of the train clicked as if to say, 
“Going home—everything changed — going 
home.” 

When they pulled into the station, Danny 


. could see familiar objects. The weatherbeaten 


station hadn’t changed and Danny’s spirits 
lifted. He hopped off the train and started for 
the shortcut home. 

He was glad he hadn’t told his family he 
was coming. He didn’t want a crowd waiting. 

As he crossed the backyards and the empty 
lots, he found things hadn’t changed. He hur- 
ried around the corner to see his home. 

Danny stopped short. His mouth dropped 
open, a lump arose in his throat, and his stom- 


ach turned somersaults. They were right. All 


those fellows who said it was different. Dan- 
ny’s homecoming dreams were shattered in 
that one terrible moment of seeing his home 
dark and desolate. No smoke curled out of 
the chimney, no lights shone cheerily in every 
window, not even the gang hanging around. 
It was all changed. 

When Danny recovered, he started toward 
home. He climbed slowly up the steps, not 
taking them two at a time as usual. 

He stopped by the locked door. He knew 
the key would be under the “Welcome” mat, 
but why go in when he knew no one was there. 

Danny set his suitcase down and just re- 
membered that his father would be at the drug 
store. He walked slowly down the street with 
his hands in his pockets and his spirits low. 

As he got nearer the store, he could see 
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his father. He had switched on the colored 
lights, and it made Danny’s heavy heart leap 
as he realized that his father hadn’t changed. 

He ran up the steps and swung open the 
door and rushed to his father who practically 
leaped over the counter when he saw his son. 

“Danny, son, Danny,” cried his father, “Oh, 
son, it’s good to see you. Dan, you look great.” 

“Thanks, Dad,” replied Danny trying hard 
to*smile happily, “but where is Mom and Judy 
a and Tommy. I went home and there 
was no one there.” He finished with a hope- 
less gesture. 

“Why, son, I thought you understood. Moth- 
er has a war job now, and Judy is- over to 
the Red Cross rooms, and Tommy is collecting 
scrap.” 

“Gee, that’s that’s swell,” grinned Danny 
as he realized it all now. “I— I just didn’t 
know. But it’s great.” 

All his fear had disappeared and his happi- 
ness mounted up inside him as he murmured 
with deep reverence “Home Sweet Home.” 








Deliverance 


By Lois McKEcHNIE ’46 
Death has taken another, 
In its cruel selfish way. 
It shrieks over hills and valleys 
It rests not night or day. 


It takes from many a mother, 
Her only daughter or son. 

It comes in a raging torrent, 
To destroy everyone. 


As you stand regretting, 
That you have lived in vain; 
Lift up your eyes to God, 
For he'll take you home again. 


He'll rescue everyone of us, 
From death's cruel selfish sign. 
He'll take us to his heart, 

If we'll only repent in time. 


A Remembered Scene 
By Murier FENTIMAN ’46 


It was a glorious day outside. The sun in 
the heavens was shining so bright. It was 


what you would call a perfect June day. But - 


to the woman lying on the high bed in the hos- 
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pital ward, it was dark and dreary. Even the 
radiant sunrays streaming through the win- 
dows did not interest her. 

As she lay in the bed, she remembered her 
childhood days. They were not pieasant ones. 
Life had always seemed to be against her. She 
was very small when her father died. That 
wasn't so bad because her mother went to work 
and furnished the home. But when Faith was 
tweive, her mother, not a very weii woman 
anyway, became ill and died. The reason for 
her illness was that she worked too hard and 
just wore herself out. So Faith was left alone. 
It took Faith a long time to get over the loneli- 
ness for her mother and get accustomed to 
Aunt Hepsie. 

Faith went back to school and graduated 
from Nevil with high honors. “But what did 
it come to? Nothing.”, she thought. “Just 
when I began to have an outlook on life what 
happens? I get into an accident and almost 
kill myself. Maybe I'll never get out of this 
room alive again. Who knows? I’ve been 
here two months and will be here another one 
anyway. Goodness! Of all the names in the 
world why did my parents have to call me 
Faith?’ Even as a girl she had said this last 
statement so many times. 

Finally the day came when she was able to 
go home. Home? Well, she called it home 
anway and so did everyone else that had been 
there. She lived in a two-room apartment. 
The rooms were homey and certainly they were 
inviting. They were so neat and clean. At 
once you would feel right at home without ‘be- 
ing told. 

As Faith was still a little weak, she had a 
taxi come to get her. She got out of the taxi, 
and it drove off. With her grip in hand she 
took a step and looked the house over. It was 
a large white house with brown trimmings. The 
flowers were in bloom and the climbing roses 
were just beautiful as they covered one side of 
the open porch like a blanket. The lawn was 
neatly mowed. In fact everything was just 
spick and span. “I wish my two rooms look- 
ed as neat as the work of nature with a little 
outside help looks here. But as I have been 
gone four months, I can imagine how dusty 
they are,” she thought. Faith was in for a big 


| | 


| 
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surprise. Mrs. Howland, her landlady, had 
given the two rooms a thorough going over the 
day before. She knew that Faith was com- 
ing home today and that she would still be a 
little weak. But the largest and foremost rea- 
son was that she thought a lot of Faith. Mrs. 
Howland, but just plain Cassie to all who knew 
her, was short, plump, and good-natured. She 
really had the most jolly disposition that Faith 
had ever seen. I guess no one ever saw her 
angry. They called her the mother of the 
community. Everyone’s troubles were her 
troubles, too. She never asked for informa- 
tion. She didn’t have to, they always came to 
her when they were in trouble or just wanted 
advice or something. 

As Faith opened the door and stepped into 
the room she looked in astonishment. Very 
carefully she set her bag down and_ looked 
around. Then she turned and went down to 
see Cassie. Cassie was setting in an easy 
chair. She looked very comfortable setting 
there mending stockings. “I wish to thank you 
for fixing my rooms for me. I just know you 
did it. I'll never be able to do enough to pay 
you back for all that you have done for me. 
Gee, I wish I could in some way.” 

“Away with you, away with you. Who 
asked any pay for kindness? I’m sure that I 
haven’t. Fact is I went through your rooms 
in a jiffy. Goodness! I’m glad to see you 


back again.” 

“It’s sure good to see you again, too. I have 
missed you a lot since I’ve been gone. How 
have you been anyway ?” 

“Oh, I’m fine, have been right along. But 
you just mind me and take good of yourself 
until you get back to your old self again. You’ll 
never be sorry.” 

How glad Faith was that she had heeded 
For to- 
day she had graduated from the same hospital 


the words of Cassie four years ago. 


that she had been a patient in for so long. She 
had longed and worked so hard to graduate 
from a hospital someday. She seemed to be 
the happiest girl in her class. Faith was an 


R. N. now. 


Al 


The Mystery Of The Mustache 
By Marjorie STICKNEy ’48 

“Ellen, please hurry. It won’t hurt to break 
that speed record just once in your life.” 

“I don’t see what all the rush is for?” re- 
torted Sally Moffat’s chubby friend. “I don’t 
smell smoke.” 

“See all the crowd gathering? And _ that 
car speeding away,——maybe there’s been an 
accident. Oh Ellen, you can walk faster than 
that! You're so darn slow, we’ll never get 
there.”’ 

With a sigh, Ellen quickened her pace, for 
she loved adventure almost as much as her 
friend.” Yet, it was an effort. 

Red faced and panting, they reached the 
crowd of wild spectators. Straining their 
necks and stepping on the feet of everyone be- 
side them, they saw what had caused the con- 
fusion. On the sidewalk lay a man. Blood 
gushed from a wound in his chest, staining his 
clothes and making a -red pool in the street. 

At the first screech of the ambulance and at 
the cop’s command, the crowd reluctantly back- 
ed away. Sally, still close to the wounded 
man, saw his lips moving. Rushing to his side, 
she bent over him and distinguished the words 
he continued to mumble over and over, “T 
the mus tache, 1—look un—der the mus 
—tache,”’ 

White robed interns lifted the man into the 
waiting ambulance and rushed him to the hos- 
pital. . Evening newspapers carried news of 
the death of an unidentified man who had been 
shot in the chest and then thrown from a speed- 
ing automobile, supposing to have fractured his 
skull in the fall. 

“T—the mus tache. I—look un 
der the mus—tache.” Could those mum- 
bled words mean anything that the dying man 
had said? 

For days the girls puzzled. Their eyes rov- 
ed frequently to the janitor with his weird lit- 
tle face adornment. They watched every pass- 
ing stranger. Did he sport a mustache? 























The following days were busy ones for the 
two girls. State exams were due Friday, and 
since both of the girls’ parents were enrolled in 
the Brooklyn Gas Mask plant, they also had 
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the housework to help with. Still, even in their 
busiest moments the broken incoherent phrase 
of the dying man possessed their thoughts. At 
times it seemed so evil and mysterious, the girls 
were tempted to disclose their secret, but their 
adventurous spirits would not permit this com- 
fort. 

One day the headlines screamed. Many 
kiled by Defected Gas Masks. Suspicion was 
aroused and it looked as though the Brooklyn 
Defense Factory wouid suffer. 

Friday night after exams, Sally and Ellen 
waiked down to the factory to await their par- 
ents. They were early and waited their par- 
ents. As they stood at the gate, a stranger ac- 
costed them; a man with a hugh black mus- 
tache. 

“I’m the new foreman here” he offered. 
“And what might you girls be doing around 
the premises?” 

“We—we’re waiting for some of the work- 
ers,’ Sally stammered. “We might be the ones 
who are tampering with-those gas masks” she 
continued under her breath, “but we aren't.” 

A few days later they were again stationed 
at the factory entrance prior to quitting time. 
Hearing voices nearby, they followed them and 
approached a group of men busily conversing 
in not our own English language but a strange 
tongue. The girls were noticed, and immedi- 
ately all talking stopped. With an angry back- 
ward giance the men went into the plant leav- 
ing the gate open in their haste. One of those 
men was familiar looking, the new foreman, 
the one with the big black mustache. 


Taking advantage of the situation, Ellen 
pushed her friend through the opening into the 
forbidden grounds inside. In a crouching posi- 
tion they watched the windows of the building 
until they saw the men pass into a room on the 
second story. This was the store room, for 
Sally had heard her mother describe it many 
times. 

“Now what'll we do?’ Sally grumbled dis- 
custedly. 


“Gosh. I don’t 





————Qh, I’ve got an 
idea. If you can boost me up to the lower 
branches of that large maple tree I'll pull you 
up and then from the highest branches we'll 
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be able to see directly into the store room 
windows. No one- can see us with all those 
leaves.” 

Sally agreed even more enthusiasticaily than 
she had expected, and in a few minutes they 
had safely reached the higher branches of the 
big tree. As Eilen had predicted, they were 
able to see quite plainly into the windows of the 
storeroom without being noticed. The men 
seemed to be going over all the bundles on the 
shelf, punching them as if with a small instru- 
ment. 

‘“I—I’m scared Sally. Don’t you think we 
should get the police?” 

“Yes, and I’m going after them right now. 
You stay here and watch. If they iook this 
way, don’t move.” 

She returned shortly. The police, unques- 
tioned, entered the plant and went quietly up 
the stairs. 

The men were caught unaware, but no in- 
strument suitable for damaging the stock was 
in evidence and careful inspection showed no 
visable damage to the gas masks. 

Sally and Ellen remained at the gate. 

Minutes passed. Nothing happened. The 
girls began to feel uneasy. Perhaps they had 
been jumping at conclusions. What if the men 
were only counting the stock? 

Desperately the girls looked at each other, 
locked little fingers and paused. Then they 
made a dash for the door. The guard was too 
astonished to protest as they dodged by and 
mounted the stairs two at a time. Bursting in 
upon the storeroom group, they cried to the 
police, “Look———un—der his moustache, look 
under his moustache!” 

An officer's arm shot out. His fingers 
clasped about that large black mustache. He 
pulled. It came off in his hand and from it 
fell a package of long wirey needles. 

Their secret discovered, the men were anxi- 
ous to confess. Yes, they had killed the other 
foreman. because he “knew too much.” 

“Boy am I lame,” Ellen grumbled to her 
friend on the way home. “‘I feel as if I’d been 
through the battle 6f Bunker Hill. If all the 
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scratches from that tree climb ever heal, you'll 
-never catch me in another as long as I live.” 

“Oh yes! “Sally retorted good naturedly. 
“Just wait until Mr. Spaulding’s MacIntoshes 
are ripe. Just you wait.” 


Jeff's Recovery 
ELLA Estey ’45 

Jeff Wilson had lost all interest in life. As 
he lay there in his high narrow hospital bed, he 
thought to himself. ‘What good am 1?” 

Jeff had been severely injured in an accident 
at the Rivers Steel Company. Through the 
carelessness of a lab assistant, acid had been 
spilled, which had seriously injured Jeff’s hands 
and face and caused the sightlessness of his 
eyes. 

Today he would have entered the Army Air 
Corps which he had been looking forward to 
‘for many months. 

Voices came to his ears. They were the 
voices of Paula, his wife, and Dr. Jenkins. He 
strained to hear what they were saying. 

‘There isn’t any hope—”. 

The voices faded away. 
wanted to die. 

“Of your husband’s regaining his sight Mrs. 
Wilson, unless Dr. Bradford our eye specialist 
operates. It would be a very costly operation. 
We never engage Dr. Bradford unless the 


Jeff felt that he 


money is guaranteed ahead, and as for results 
it’s very doubtful if—.” 

“Oh Dr. Jenkins, the cost is nothing. Jeff 
must SEE. Some way we’ll meet whatever 
it costs.. Jeff must SEE again.” 

That evening Paula went to Jeff’s home. She 
explained the situation. The old couple look- 
ed at each other, tears streaming down their 
cheeks. 

“Paula if it’s money’ that’s worrying you, 
what do you think your old dad is for? AIl- 
ways Paula, you have been our daughter, and 
it’s for you as well as for Jeff. Wed give all 
we have that Jeff might see again.” 

The old man looked at his wife and hesitat- 
ed. 

“Yes, Pa, you crazy old fool, it’s for Jeff. 
What if we have just got the mortgage paid 
off, do you think I care? Hain’t I always been 
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happy while we’ve been doing it? And don’t 
you suppose I know you're thinking of me? 
You call up Judge Whipple right this minute, 
and if he hain’t gone to bed, you go right down 
there. Here. I'll go get the deed. I ain’t had 
time to rightly put it away yet.” 

Paula left for the hospital. Dr. Jenkins told 
her that it was she who must convince her hus- 
band that the operation should take place. 

Jeff was lying on his cot, his sightless eyes 
raised toward the ceiling. 

“Jeff dear, I’m here.” 

“Yes, I know.” 

“Jeff I’ve some wonderful news for you. Dr. 
Jenkins says you will be able to see again. Jeff 
dear, what that means to us.” 

“ I don’t understand.” 

“Dr. Bradford, the specialist, will operate—” 

“But Paula, where can we get the money 2” 
“Listen you stupid dear.” For once chemist 
Jeff listens to his wife. “Your dad is lending 
us the money.” 

“Dad! But where did he ever get the enor- 
mous sum a man such as Bradford would 
demand ?” 

“Dad has the money. That’s all you’re sup- 
posed to knéw. I’m not a business woman. 
And Jeff, he wanted to do it.” 

The operation was scheduled for Friday. 
Paula stood by Jeff's bed, his hand clasped 
firmiy in hers. 

“T wish I were as sure as you of the success 
of this operation.” “The success? Jeff, prom- 
ise me you'll never stop praying.” But in her 
heart Paula was afraid, terribly afraid for Jeff. 
If that one chance of which Dr. Bradford 
spoke should fail. 

The internes came to wheel the patient to the 
Paula kissed him lightly, and 
gave his cheek a pat. ‘“‘See you later big boy.” 


operating room. 


Jeff's parents were seated in the waiting 
room side by side. 

“Paula dear, pull up that chair. Looks real 
comfy. I’ve been wondering if yeu could find 
the time to come over tomorrow. That quilt 
I’m tacking is so heavy, and if you could roll 
it for me as I go along, it’s so big, it would 
help me out a lot.” 


On and on the old couple talked. And Paula 














44 


suddenly blessed them. They were so brave, 
so afraid and here they were trying to make it 
easier for her. 

“Bless you yes. I'll come over and help you 
tack, too. And why don’t I stay? I'll be lone- 
some with Jeff here, you can ride right in with 
me to see him.” 

Dr. Bradford entered and spoke to them in 
a comforting voice. “As far as we can tell the 
operation has been a success. Naturally we 
must wait until the bandages are removed to be 
sures” 

“Wait and pray,’ Mother Wilson softly 
whispered. 

Pa Wilson coughed and violently blew’ his 
nose. He brushed a tear from his wrinkled 
cheek. 

Paula’s knees shook. Her hand trembled. 
It was over. “Dear God, Jeff must see.” 

Seven weeks passed slowly. Jeff, Paula, Mr. 
and Mrs. Wilson awaited with Dr. Bradford in 
Jeff’s room, the shades were drawn to the sill. 

The physician entered the room and walked 
slowly to the bed. The nurse loosened the 
bandages and let them slip slowly-down. - Jeff 
cried out in pain as the dim light struck his 
eyes. Quickly the doctor covered his eyes. 

“Son you will be able to see. Tomorrow 
we'll leave the bandages off for a few minutes. 
A longer time each day.” 

In the weeks and months that followed the 
only shadow that marred Jeff’s happiness was 
that his dream of entering the Air Corps would 
never come true. 

In time the happiness of being able to see 
dimmed the memories of what might have been. 

Two grey haired parents knelt side by side. 
They humbly gave thanks to God who put in 
their hands the means by which their son had 
regained his eyesight. God had heard their 
prayers, the entreaties of Paula and Jeff, and 
had answered them. Jeff’s blessed eyesight 
had been restored. 


The G. I. Cutup 


PHILIP MILLER ’45 
Corporal Barney Phillips was in despair. 
His patrol had been lost and had fallen into the 
hands of the Japs. 
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“A fine bunch of soldiers I picked for my 
squad,” he moaned as the Japs marched them 
along. “Two fellows that don’t even know 
north from south and another bird that thinks 
he can fight the war with a pair of scissors!” 

Private Eddie Sullivan knew the last remark 
was meant for him. His scissors were stick- 
ing out of his hip pocket. -He was never with- 
out them. His job before the war had con- 
sisted of cutting out portraits at a Coney Is- 
land side show. 

“Maybe my scissors will get us out of this 
jam?” he offered. Corporal Phillips laughed. 

The Japs herded them into a native hut and 
twelve men were assigned to guard them, while 
the others went on to the main Jap camp. The 
native hut had been one of several in a small 
clearing forming a semi-circle beyond. Dark- 
ness settled in on the surroundings. The Japs 
had built fires for cooking. 

“Maybe we can get out of here,” said Cor- 
poral Phillips. “There’s only twelve Nips, and 
we ought to be able to handle them.” 

The four Americans discussed ways and 
means. Private Sullivan took out his scissors, 
picked up a palm frond and started cutting. 


“What are you doing now?” Corporal Phil- 
lips asked. “Gonna make yourself a grass 
skirt ?” 

“No,” replied Sullivan, “but my mind works 
better when my hands are busy.” 


As Sullivan worked, the Japs moved around 
the camp fires. Now and then an armed sen- 
try looked into their hut. Finally one of the 
men said, “Hush. Maybe we're going to get 
a break. There’s some soldiers out there, and 
they look like ours.” 


Corporal Phillips hurried to look out of the 
bamboo window. Moving along against the 
stone wall, he saw several soldiers moving with 
rifles held at ready. 


“Those fellows ought to get down,” Cor- 
poral Phillips said huskily. “If the Nips spot 
them, they’ll go down like flies under the ma- 
chine gun fire the Japs will put-on them.” .As 
though the words were a signal, the Japs start- 
ed firing. Bullets swaped around the camp. 
Then a number of bullets “whipped into the 
Japs and several fell wounded. 


—_— 
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One of the soldiers shouted, “There’s a wave 
of Yanks! They’ve got this place surrounded!” 
Sure enough the figures were visible. 

Jap machine gun fire was directed at this 
force. A new fusillade of bullets whipped in- 
to the Jap camp. Finally the Jap Sergeant in 
command of the Jap battalion came running 
to Corporal Phillips and said: ‘““We are out- 
numbered. We surrender and throw down our 
arms. We are your prisoners.” 

Corporal Philips turned to Private Sullivan 
and said, “Professor, do you think that you 
can put up those scissors long enough to go out 
and tell our men that the fight is over?” 

“There are no men out there,” Sullivan an- 
nounced. Then he held up several palm fronds, 
cut out in the shape of soldier silhouettes. ‘I 
held them up so the fire cast shadows on the 
rocks. When the Japs fired at the curved 
stone wali, the bullets bounced back at them. 
My scissors did save us.” 

Corporal Phillips patted Sullivan on the 
back. The G. I. cut up had proven himself. 


Merciful Kindness 
JOSEPHINE BACON ’46 


“Goodbye Darling” were his last words 
As he climbed aboard the train; 

Those words still rang within her ears. 
Oh! What a dreadful strain. 


Five months ago he sailed the sea 
With courage at his side, 

Do you suppose he knew back home 
His sweetheart lay and cried? 


One day a letter came to her 
She opened it with bliss ; 

Then tear drops filled her bright blue eyes 
When she found his words were this: 


“Pm lying in my foxhole now 
Writing a line to say, 

That this may be my last letter 
We'll meet “up there’ someday. 


I have a bullet in my thigh 
Am soaked right to the lide; 

But please don’t worry sweetheart mine 
For God is at my side.” 


Eight weeks had passed since last she heard 
The strain grew worse to bear; 

One night in limped her soldier boy 
God’s help was surely there. 
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Old Glory Shall Wave 


BEVERLY SMITH 748 


Out in the stillness of the night, 
The stars above are bright 
On this night of February four; 
Old Glory waves in Manila once more. 


May MacArthur's men keep marching on, 
Lo Tokyo from Luzon. 

And make this the final score, 
Thus end the war forevermore. 


For The Love Of Mike 


HELEN ASHCROFT ’47 





Honey lay in the old lawn chair ‘neath the 
mapie. At least outwardly she was quiet. Her 
mind was in a tumult, and over and over she 
whispered the words of the kindly surgeon. 
“My dear you will never walk without the aid 
of crutches unless you wish to take a chance 
on an operation of which you have a fifty-fifty 
chance of surviving.” 

It all dated back five years before when 
Honey had been a gay laughing girl and then 
the blow came, the auto accident. Her spine 
had been badly injured, but it did more than 
that. It took something away from her fine 
fighting spirit. 

So there she lay. A small, wan, but pretty 
girl, her spirit broken. Her thoughts were al- 
ways turning back to the fact that she could. 
never walk again, but it meant more to her than 
that. It meant she’d never ride Mike again— 
or any other horse. 

When she could endure it no longer, with 
the aid of the hated crutches she made her way 
to the stable—and to Mike. 

There she stood for some time, her face a- 
gainst the silky warm neck, whispering all the 
while. Suddenly she knew what she must do. 
She had to take that chance. She must ride 
again—if only for the love of Mike. 


On Advertising 


Doucias Lynps °45 
I don’t know exactly why I bothered to go 
get Libby when I wanted to get advertising for 
I knew that he was no good 
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for this purpose, but he would be company 
anyway. 

I thought sure everything was going my way. 
Why, the minute we hit the corner we got a 
ride. Darn, my feet. still hurt from pound- 
ing that pavement. 

Well, I had plenty of time to think over what 
I was going to say when we got to the stores. 
We speeded along at about fifteen miles an 
hour, and my fingernails were getting shorter 
all the time. 

Our Lucky Teter driver finally spilled us in 
front of Woolworth’s store. Hitching my belt 
up about three notches, I strode boldly forward 
until I reached the door. All those people! 
I started to back away. Heh, Heh, did 
I say Libby was no good? One more step back 
and something pricked me good and hard in 
the back. When I looked over my shoulder 
Libby had that glassy gleam in his eye and, a 
knife two feet long, maybe three, staring me 
right in the small of the back. I said to my- 
self, well, with a backing like that how can any- 
one be afraid to ask for a mere full page ad 
in his yearbook. I strode up to the counter and 
asked the clerk if I could see the manager, just 
hoping I couldn’t. 

To my disappointment she hustled off. I 
leaned my hand on the counter, crossed my legs 
and with a very debonair air began to shine my 
fingernails on the front of my shirt. Now what 
was it I was going to say? er-sir-eh-sir-GOOD 
GAD SIR what was it? I—I—was g-getting 
a little frightened when I saw that the manager 
was a woman instead of a man. I turned a- 
round and started for the door, when that darn- 
ed Boris Karloff and his knife stared me right 
in the face. ABOUT FACE AGAIN. I guess 


I was pretty scared, but she said yes right off. 


Buy More Bonds 
KATHERINE CLARK 745 
Two soldiers were lying together in a fox- 
hole. The bullets screamed loudly overhead. 
Dirt flew and covered their faces filling their 
eyes. 
One of them had been wounded and had a 
raging fever. He rolled over groaning and 
whispered, “Mom, Mom,——take me home.” 
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His buddy tried to calm him, but knew it 
was helpless. Small beads of sweat were form- 
ing on his forehead. 

Suddenly a grenade landed near them and 
shook the ground all around them. The young 
boy mumbled, “Mom, I’m coming.” 

Then all was silent. The darkness began to 
lift, and the sun had started to rise. The thick 
cloud of smoke thinned out a little. He looked 
at his young comrade and instantly knew he 
was gone. 

This boy might have been any mother’s son. 
He gave more than any of us to his country, 
“his: life.” 

Let’s BUY MORE BONDS today and save 


more lives tomorrow. 


The Norridgewogs 
BARBARA KETCHUM 745 


Way up on the banks of the Kennebec 
In the early days of the new land ; 
The red-skins made their living 

In the woods, the fields, and sands. 


Their settlement was at Old Point 
Six miles above our present town; 
The kindly Indians and the whites, 
Each had their ups and downs. 


This tribe's name was Abenakis 
Known usually as the Norridgewog’s, 
They dwelt along the river 

In all the odds of their togs. 


Our famous Father Rasle appeared, - 
Sent on his mission to Norridgewock. 
He studied in the old lands, so he 
Came to teach of God and how to talk. 


Neat came the famed English and French wars, 
The English came to destroy Rasle ; 

They ruined the settlement and shot Father, 
Likely made their stories tall. 


Yet the history of Norridgewock 

Lives on and on and on: 

From the brave deeds of the 
“NORRIDGEWOG’S” 

Of whom we all are fond. 


Poor HosANNA Is STILL mourning the loss 
of her negro fiancee, George Washington An- 
drew Jackson Abraham Lincoln Thomas Jef- 
ferson Spitz. 


| 
| 
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In Memory of F. D. R. 
Eva Peart McCiure ’45 


As we were laughing, happy, and gay, 
And heard the news that fatal day, 

We were startied and stunned by the blow. 
We didn’t know whether to stop or go. 


It didn’t seem possible that he had gone 
And Icft us here to carry on. 

He left us to finish what he had begun, 
The first to see that the war is won. 


We feel sorry for those he loved, 
And ask the help of God above. 


We'll always remember his words of wealth, 


“Never fear anything, but fear itself.” 


His sympathy for the children with infantile 
They'll always remember many a while. 
Our hearts to you from the Nation whole, 
Please God above, rest his soul. 


Our Boys 


JOSEPHINS BACON ’46 


N 


’ is for vigorous 

Our boys ail are; 

is for intelligence 

such as General MacArthur 
is for courage 

they use with their might; 
is for truth 

that’s in every fight. 

is for another 

which death takes each day; 
is for righteousness 

for which we all pray. 

Y is for yours 

each loved one from home; 
When theyre VICTORIOUS 


They'll never more roam. 


a] 
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The Freshmen 
MARILYN JOHNSON 745 


How green those little Freshmen were 
When first we let them in, 

As green as ever Freshmen were, 
That ever yet have been. 

We've watched to see the greenness fade 
The freshness pass away 

But yet alas, I do declare 

Theyre just as fresh today. 


The Song Of Spring 


Eva Peart McCrure 745 


The snow has melted all away, 

The birds are beginning to sing. 

The frogs are croaking in the brook, 
For this is the song of spring. 


The children are now out of doors 
Thew melody to sing, 

They can be heard for miles away 
As this is the song of spring. 


Even the chickens are glad to be out, 
The moos of the cows do ring, 

The lambs go leaping over the_hiil, 
In rhythm with the song of spring. 


The green grass pushes through the earth 
And gives its head a fling, 

And dodges leaping dogs and cats. 

This is the song of spring. 


Rumble On The Rails 


JENNIE HILTON ’45 


What a blessing to our school 

Is the train that goes by, as a rule! 

How well we like the engineer, 

Who makes the teachers so hard to hear. 


As I sit dozing in my seat, 

Enjoying the sun and summer heat, 
The train is coming down the track. 
I sit up and straighten out my back. 


And as the train is going by, 

I try to think of a reason why, 

I always get that same old yen 

To travel and travel and travel again. 


Sometimes when all days are in the pink, 
And nothing is trying my ability to think, 
[ll travel around here and there, 

And hang my hat most anywhere. 


Teacher—What is the difference between 
capital and labor? 

Buddy B.—The money I lend Howard D. 
represents the capital, and trying to get it back 
represents labor. 


Hearp in History crAss:—Why did a mo- 
ron bring a bowl and spoon to the movies? 


The answer—He had heard that there was 
to be a new serial. 
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Fannie the Farmer 
JENNIE HILton ’45 


I 
I’ve hit a topic of interest at last. 
I'll tell you of Fannie the Farmer's past. 
I met her about a year ago, 
So that is how I came to know 
This fascinating Farmerette, 
Who works all day for a chance to sweat. 


I] 
Fanny's alarm rings at half-past four; 
Throws back the covers and hits the floor. 
In Fannie’s dressing we find few flaws. 
It must be tough with long handled draws. 


She pulls on her boots and is ready for work. 
When Fannie appears, I pity those who shirk. 


III 


She greets the animals with a whistle or two, 


And starts right in with the rest of the crew. 
She cards and brushes the cows with care, 
So in your milk you'll find no hair. 

Fannie is ready with stool and pail, 

But first she has to tie their tails. 


IV 
She finishes ten cows without a spill, 
But still there’s another pail to fill. 
All eleven Fannie milks by hand. 
No iron calf is found on the land, 
The milk and grain are weighed each day. 
If one makes a slip, there'll be the devil to pay. 
V 
She heaves silage to each beast. 
She’s hungry herself to say the least. 
Yes, Fannie’s hungry now and HOW! 
Her appetite competes with that of a cow. 
What a breakfast that gal can down! 
It's enough to feed the wholedarn town. 
VI 
Having the chores all done up brown, 
She takes the eggs and milk to town. 
Traveling this morning is bad, it seems. 
Fannie’s in something not in her dreams. 
Two miles from town; four miles from home; 
Fannie’s in mud clean to her dome. 
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Vil 
She arrives in town at half-past nine, 
After churning and grinding for quite some 
time. 
Her business although great is done up quick. 
This gal Fannie is no HICK. 
She returns shortly to the farm 
To find the animals peaceful and calm. 


VIII 
With the night chores all done up neat, 
Fannie grabs a bite to eat. 
With a thousand eggs to clean and grade 
Fanme’s day is nearly made. 
She will write to Mother—She mustn't fail her. 
And also to her friend, Sammy the Sailor. 


IX 
This being the end of Fannie’s day, 
As other folks she hits the hay. 
After unfastening her clothes and shaking a bit 
She puts on pajamas for the heck of it. 
Jumping in bed she pulls off the light. 
Someone is saying, “Fannie, Good Night.” 


Pass 


Come on folks, give Fannie a hand, 
She needs help this summer tilling. the land. 





It may sound queer, but not to us, 

We all arise without a fuss; 

When Mister Knowlen looks about 

And says, “You may quietly all pass out.” 


MARILYN JOHNSON 745 


Soldier to Mess Cook: 

“What are we having for supper?” 
Cook: “Oh thousands of little things.” 
Soldier: “What?” 

Cook: Beans.’ 


Esau Buck 


I had a hired man working for me by the 
name of Esau Buck. 

One day I said to Esau, I said, “Esau, I’m 
going to town-today. While I’m gone I want 
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you to saw the wood and keep the ram out of 
the garden.” 

So after I went to town, Esau went out to 
saw the wood and when he saw the saw he saw 
that he couldn’t saw with that saw so he looked 
around for another saw but that was the only 
saw he saw so he couldn’t saw. 

Well, the next day I went to town I bought 
a new buck saw for Esau Buck and when I 
came home I hung the new buck saw on the 
sawbuck by the sea saw. 

About that time Esau Buck saw the o!d buck 
out in the garden eating cabbages and while 
driving him from the garden into the barn he 
saw the saw on the saw buck by the sea saw. 
Now when the old buck saw Esau Buck look- 
ing at the new buck saw on the saw buck by 
the sea saw he made a dive for Esau Buck and 
missed Esau and hit the sea saw and knocked 
the sea saw against Esau Buck who fell over the 
buck saw on the saw buck by the sea saw. Now 
vhen I saw the old buck make a dive for Esau 
3uck and miss Esau and hit the sea saw and 
knock the seasaw against Esau Buck who fell 
over the buck saw on the saw buck by the sea- 
saw, I picked up the axe and tried to kill the 
old buck. When he saw me coming he dodged 
the blow countered on my stomach, knocked 
me over the seasaw into Esau Buck and broke 
the buck saw and the saw buck and the sea- 
saw and that’s why Esau Buck doesn’t work 
for us anymore. 


Classified Ads of N. H. S. 

Wanted—A place to meet her sailor dates— 
Pearl McClure. 

To Let—Our seats in the back of the Main 
room.—The Seniors. 

For Rent—Our positions on the basketball 
squad.—The Seniors. 

Wanted—An alarm clock.—Barbara, Ella and 
Douglas. 

Needed—Hair restorer— Mr, Knowlen and 
Mr. Abbott. 

Wanted—Men or Boys, either acceptable— 
torissoy (Nea Se 


Used gum.—The wastebaskets. 





Free 


Wanted—More time to study.—Jennie Hilton. 
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Needed—An answer book—The Problems of 
Democracy class. 
Lost—Her interest in Depot- street——Cleo 


Buotte. 

Wanted—By Barbara Ketchum, accident in- 
surance. 

Needed Badly—A few brains.—The Chemistry 
Class. 


Wanted—A calendar to remind her that schiool 
was in session five days of the week.— 
Lucile Morrill. 

For Sale—A marriage license and ring.—Bar- 
bara and Philip. 

Wanted—More cataiogs.—Jeanette Thebarge. 

Needed—More time to write letters. — Cleo 
Buotte. 

Lost—A maroon car. 





Emerald Kinney. 

Lost—Her heart—Lucile Thebarge. 

Found—Interest in the shoe shop.—Jeanette 
Thebarge. 

For Sale-—-School bus, good condition—Har- 
old Dunlap. 

To Swap—Tractor for a 1943 Pontiac.—Doug- 
las Lynds, 

Found—An interest in Skowhegan high school. 
Marilyn Johnson. 

Found—Mr. Fox locked out of Geometry class. 
Pupils. 

Wanted—An alarm clock to set a time limit.— 
Katherine Clark (Thanks to Bev.). 

To Let—Her ability to write poetry—Pearl 
McClure. 

Lost—All interest in school—Ella Estey. 

To Let—‘‘Pete”’.—Lorraine Rowe. 


We'd Like To Know the Answers 


Emerald, why do you go to Fairfield so often? 
Is it just to shop? 

Barbara and Marilyn, why do you go to all the 
dances in Skowhegan? 

Ella and Pearl, did you go shopping that after- 
noon? 

Why do two Senior girls like the back row at 
the movies? 

Ella, does Turcotte’s restaurant serve good 
food? 

Pearl, why do you meet your sailor dates at 
school ? 
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Betty S., what do you see at the theater be- 
sides the movies? 

Jeanette T., why do you spend so much time 
looking at catalogs? 

Uncle Sam, can’t you leave us a few men? 

Eunice, will you be faithful to Joe? 

Lorraine, what is so interesting in your bill- 
fold? It can’t be your money. 

Cleo, will you ever make up your mind? 

Come on Barbara. Teil us who it is? 

Marilyn J., is it Skowhegan or Madison. 

Lucille, have you lost your heart to tall, dark, 
and handsome ? 

Marilyn D., are you lonesome for Rodney? 

We wonder if Levina will get the Navy Blues? 

Mr. Fox, why so quiet? 

Cleo, whatever happened to that certain sailor ? 

Emerald, why do you prefer civilians ? 

Althea, we hear rumors about you and a sev- 
enth grader. Are they true? 

Why is Irene Lambert different from her sis- 
ter? 

Cleo, tell us the secret. How can you be faith- 
ful to so many? 

Katherine, have you lost your class ring? 

Why does Maxine Tuttle go to church twice 
in one week? 

Why do the Senior girls persist in putting up 
signs period one? 

Why does Katherine take so much time when 
she is in a hurry? 


A Smart Boy 


Fred came home from school the first half year 
As learned as learned could be, 

And wished to show to all around 

How smart a boy was he. 


And so at dinner he began: 

“Papa, you think you see 

Two roast of chickens on that dish, 
But I can prove them three. 


First that is one and that is two 
As plain as plain can be. 

I'll add the one onto the two 
An two and one make three.” 


“Just so,’ then answered his papa, 
“Tf what you say is true, 

I'll take one, mama’ll take one, 
The third we leave for you.” 


We Indians 
By Eva Peart McC Lure ’45 


We Indians, we fight 
We Indians, we bite 
We can playum basketball, 
Scatter scalps all over hall. 


We have playuim many times 

We playum until whistle chimes. 

We lostum only four games, 

But that was ‘cause of sickum dames. 


Our captain, red-skin Clark 

She fastum just like a spark. 
First she here, then she there, 
Then we findum everywhere. 


We oweum lot to Mr. Fox 

He teachum us all how to box. 

He is kind, faithful, and true, 

We will always remember him too. 


One thing that ts praised in us 

When we lose we make no fuss; 
We never squabble or lose a tear 
We say we beatuim another year. 


“Oh Suzzanna” 


“Four Jills In a Jeep” went for a “Sleigh 
Ride in July”. They sang “Together” as they 
rode “Down in the Valley”. Their driver was 
“Pretty Kitty Blue Eyes” and her pals the 
“Three Little Sisters’ (Bev, Barb, and John- 
ny). They bumped over the “Big Rock Candy 
Mountain” on their “Journey to Star”. No one 
said “Ill Walk Alone’. As they rumbled along 
by “The River Of the Roses”, they dreamed 
of a “White Christmas”. On the running board 
was “A Paper Doll’ (Pearl) singing ‘““As Time 
Goes By”. They came into Madison on a 
“Wing and a Prayer”. They go on like this 
“Always” on “Saturday Night’. 


The sofa sagged in the center 

The shades had all been pulled low. 
The family had all retired, 

And the parlor light burned low. 

A sigh came from the sofa 

As the parlor clock struck two, 

And the coed slammed her textbook 
With a thankful, “Well, I’m through”. 
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Popular Tunes 

A Lovely Way To Spend An Evening—Study- 
ing. 

Crazy Me—Pearl McClure. 

Pretty Kitty Blue Eyes—Katherine Clark. 

Long, Long Ago—When we were Freshies, 
The Seniors. 

Together—Regina and Quentin. 

[ll Walk Alone—Ella Estey. 

Put Me To The Test—Mid-years. 

My Kind Of Man—Dougias Lynds. 

We'll Fight With All Our Might—The Bas- 
ketball Teams. 

Jimmy Boy—Jimmy Condon. 

The Girl With The Rose In Her Hair—Roz- 
zilla Hardy. 

[ve Got Everything To Live For—Barbara 
Ketchum. 

Why Can't You See It MY Way—Trying to 
tell. Mr. Knowlen you are right. 

Three O'clock in The Morning—Seniors Just 
Getting In!!!! 

Yes Sir, I've Made A Date—With School- 
books. 

The Saturday Night Polka—Madison. 

Cool, Calm, and Collected—Lorraine Rowe. 

How About A Cheer For The Navy?—Eunice 
Weston. 

The Wolf Song—Cleo Buotte. 

Sunday, Monday, or Always—Vacation. 

An Hour Never Passes—Chemistry Class. 

Gals Don’t Mean A Thing—Franklin Hilton. 

Oh Johnny—Maxine Tuttle. 

Waltz Me Around Again “Philly’—Philip 
Miller. 

I’m Beginning To See The Light—Mr. Know- 
len Arguing with the Seniors. 

A Little On The Lonely Side—Katherine After 
Saturday Night!!! 

The Day After Forever—Graduation. 

Rum and Coca-Cola—( Censored ). 

I’m Confessin-—Cleo Buotte. 

I Dream Of You—Emerald Kinney. 

Sleigh Ride In July—Maine Weather. 

I'll Be Around—Jennie Hilton. 

I’m In The Middle Of Nowhere—Marilyn 
Johnson. 

My Dreams Are Getting Better All The Time— 
Lucile Thebarge. 
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Accentuate The Positive—Mr. Abbott. 

You Always Hurt The One You Love—Regi- 
nald Oliver. 

How Many Hearts Have You Broken?—Doug- 
las Lynds. 

You're In The Army Now—Philip Miller, 

Something For The Boys—June Miller. 

Whispering—The Senior Girls Monday Morn- 


ing! ! 
Betty Grable of N. H. S. 
ERS” Bee eee eee Katherine Clark 
BYES eas ant paren ne Ane Se ee Beverly Libby 
Leetiy tase rene eee eee Jeanette Thebarge 
Wi a ae cee Helen Ashcroft 
Pisities see cies Sore Margaret Stickney 
PISUTe A oe eee ee Harriet Fentiman 
Clothes yo casa ee ee Katherine Clark 
Hands. ecco ee Muriel Fentiman 
Hare's cdeatuene oh eee Eee Maxine Tuttle 
Feigtt scene cece wee eeee ee Beverly Libby 
Dintplés” ot. eee es Maxine Tuttle 
Pers0naity jee ot ee Josephine Bacon 
Good Companion’ 22. a Jennie Hilton 
Complexion, oo ee Barbara Ketchum 
Sportsmanship as ec hae . Betty Boone 
Prone “icc ccict cae ian ee eee Emerald Kinney 
Crood: Femper. San. eee Pearl McClure 
Penmngnship.2 203 eee Ella Estey 
Ability ta dance (ste en Beverly Libby 
Abilitysto (drive s.01, eae Jimmy Abbott 
Sense Of AUmor ya eee es Jennie Hilton 
Good, Judgmenttya.. aa Marilyn Johnson 
Ability. (GaieCk. ccnseneeeere es Opinions vary 
Van Johnson of N. H. S. 
Legs css eigen ees Douglas Lynds 
FEy@S "sh. 3th meee ee Franklin Hilton 
Déethy: 05 ie ae oes tee Richard Sabine 
Wink 5... 2a eee mone Philip Miller 
ait ose cgesi ent aee eeee Douglas Lynds 
Bitilah 4.52, love peed eee eee Harold Dunlap 
VICE.) tne ae eee Philip Miller 
Clothes ..3 cesonk ater tecetan net eee eae Glen Albee 
Hands* 6...) jcc Ree Douglas Lynds 
ars): 2h on sae ee ene Franklin Hilton 
Height 3.14 Seen ieee eee Douglas Lynds 
Dumiples #22... :286 2es atest eae Glen Albee 
Good Companion %.c4.4.c0ees ae Harold Dunlap 
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Somplextan et » Fei 4.5 Au: Franklin Hilton 
SPO TISHOSNSHID ios. sou pe ee dk Quentin Libby 
ORS TR Ai SA eae ee Philip Miller 
ICME LAINDEE thot Se cece Quentin Libby 
crs eV LEILA GS Ce gia Fok Cot <n a ee Douglas Lynds 
ADO tO ATIVE ccs cae Harold Dunlap 
RCTReCO LE LIMB sooo. fats <a Philip Miller 
NE VOWEL IT Seg ahs apices Douglas Lynds 
00d. fudement |. .\...:.14) te. Harold Dunlap 
Creations 


By WILHELMINA KNOWLEN °47 


Creations are beyond me, 
For I simply cannot see 
Why such things were created, 
As the stinger of a bee. 


I see how God could make the grain 
That forms the yellow meal, 

But why on earth did He ever make 
A slippery, slimy eel? 


I see why He created iron 
That later forms the nail. 
But why in Heaven did he make 
A slimy, gooey snail? 


I understand why He should form 
Ingredients of a cake. 

But under stars that shine above 
Why did he make a snake? 


I understand why He'd create 
The flower, bird, and tree, 

But I can’t-get it through my head 
Just why we have the flea. 


So this I cannot comprehend— 
Why the mentioned ones above 
Should live on earth and breathe on earth 
And have the Master’s love. 


But yet I must adnut there are 
Those saying (and looking at me), 

“Just why Great God created her— 
Is something I can’t see.” 


What Would Happen If— 


The Seniors agreed on anything. 

Doug dated a Senior. 

Marilyn and Barbara didn’t go to dances. 

Beverly and Katherine hadn’t discovered North 
Anson. 

Pearl wasn’t noisy. 


i ST I 
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Problems of Democracy class knew the answers. 

Jeanette made a loud noise. 

Katherine couldn’t drive. 

Philip was quiet. 

Josephine got a ticket for driving too fast. 

Lucille said something. 

Richard Yeaton didn’t fool in Mrs. Garfield’s 
classes. 

Mrs. Garfield didn’t scold Reginald Oliver. 

Ella didn’t go to the movies. 

Mr. Knowlen didn’t tell us to pass out quietly. - 

Jeanette and Lucille were tardy. 

Jimmy should sneeze with a whole plate in- 
stead of just one tooth. 

Helen A. didn’t try to attract attention. 

Marilyn lost her pal Barb. 

Emerald couldn’t play basketball. 

Jennie was serious in Chemistry class like the 
rest of the Senior class (ahem!). 

Marilyn didn’t wear the same vision lens as 
Barb and she couldn’t loan them to her 
every time they go to the movies. 

Jimmy was serious. 

Eunice wasn’t faithful to Joe. 

Maxine didn’t go after eggs twice a day. 

Ella didn’t flirt with the men. (Censored). 

Doug got to school on time. 

Cleo didn’t write letters in school. 


Mr. Fox—What would happen if we got too 
much tin in silk cloth? 
Harold—It would rust. 


S-N-O-O-P-E-R-S 

Emerald Kinney has been seen in a pretty 
maroon car hailing from down river, but late- 
ly it has disappeared. It is likely that Uncle 
Sam put his finger in the pie. 

Bobby Clark and Rowena Tuttle were hav- 
ing smooth sailing until Quintellio Bersani came 
along. Now Bobby plays second fiddle. 

Althea Courtney, with the gas and tire ration- 
ing and the man shortage, you are certainly 
doing well for yourself. 

Pearl finds school a handy place to meet her 
sailor dates. We know you would prefer more 
privacy. We are sorry you live so far from 
town. 

Barbara, it is much safer to carry accident 
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insurance. Then you don’t have to worry about 
the bills. You really should see an insurance 
agent. 

Glen Albee was seen talking to Muriel Fenti- 
man in the back of the Main room the morn- 
ing after the basketball banquet?’ WOOOOO!! 

Helen Ashcroft seems to be trying to attract 
the attention of a certain Senior boy. Helen, 
you had better hurry up and graduate. It 
seems that he prefers Alumni. 

A girl named Lorraine Rowe has been seen 
staring dreamy-eyed at a picture in her bill- 
fold. No one seems to know who he is. 

The question seems to be whether or not 
Ella will move out of town after the war or 
will he move to Norridgewock. 

Life has been just too wonderful since Kath- 
erine and Beverly, two quiet Senior girls, 
have discovered North Anson, 

Well! Well! Maxine Tuttle has all the luck. 
She has her eyes peeled toward the Advent 
School. Lucky girl, Maxine, he’s cute. 

Virginia Taylor doesn’t waste paper. No 
Sir. She just writes on it and exchanges it 
with Robert Everett. You see something has 
been going on behind our backs. 

Marilyn Dunlap definitely likes front. seats. 
Only she has to get there before Blake’s wife 
to get one. She sure tried hard. 

What seems to be the attraction at Skowhe- 
gan high school in the senior class. He’s tall 
and blond and plays on the basketball team. 
You may get further details from Marilyn 
Johnson. 


Just a little advice to Cleo, Leave the other 


girls’ men alone. That kind of priorities are 
hard to get. You dre not a privileged character, 

Mr, Abbott has a very bad habit of listening 
at doors when Mr. Knowlen is talking. Mr. 
Abbott, you are setting a very bad example. 

In Geometry class it seems that someone 
locked the Fox out of his den. Don’t you know 
that is bad manners? Or was it taken for 
granted? Maybe they think he is a wolf! 


ONE DAY IN Town MEETING it was being 
discussed about getting a new hearse. One man 
got up and said, “What do you need a new one 
for? I haven't ridden in the old one yet.” 
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Who Ever Heard Of— 


Cleo Buotte without a man on the string. 

Ella Estey doing the rhumba. 

Pearl McClure acting sedate. 

Emerald Kinney singing: 

severly Libby staying home nights. 

Philip Miller not at Mercer on Wednesday 
nights. 

Harold Dunlap with brown hair. 

Jennie Hilton out wolfing, 

Barbara Ketchum weighing IIo pounds: 

Douglas Lynds without that certain brown-eyed 

girl. 

Marilyn Johnson not dreaming of “Bob”. 

Lucile Thebarge jitterbugging. 

Jeanette Thebarge winking at a boy. 

Katherine Clark seen without a certain class 
ring around her neck. 


Class Favorites 
Pavonite: Magazine 0) ee) | Life 
Favorite Colors, 4 4.5.06 Green and white 
Favorite Male Singer ................ Bing Crosby 
Favorite Female Singer ................ Dinah Shore 
Favorite Actor (0... 
Favorite Actress 


Patra 1: Van Johnson 


eek eke ued Thee Te sar Sor 
Favorite Radio Program .... Lux Radio Theater 


~ ° es ae e ss 

‘avorite Dishke <...u.-.le Fe al Fee tA School 
“avorite Pastime ..... . Dancing 
Favorite Food ts) 14° SACRE DTS SRT ... Pie 


este foh ateee sey eh Harry James 

Irish Lullaby 
Sais aldo aosteca IALGIESE TM 
Favorite Study..a-e.a Boyology and Girlology 


Favorite Orchestra 
Favorite Song 
Favorite Animal 


ALSO HEARD IN TOWN MEETING, The towns- 
people were discussing whether or not to pur- 
chase a new cemetery lot. One elderly man 
spoke up and said, “Well, I know where I’m 
going.” The Moderator replied, “Sir, you're 
lucky. The rest of us don’t.” 





Clark—How are you getting along in your 
new eight room house? 

Libby—Oh, pretty good. We furnished one 
room with soap coupons. 

Clark—Why didn’t you furnish the other 
seven ? 

Libby—Couldn’t ; they’re full of soap. 
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Initials 
Maniyn Johnson... 9. 4. Me Jeepers 
Barbara “Ketchaaty 2-206...) Big Ketch 
REO PeolOtes ta Sloe | ee Canned Bait 
SURO EIS cna I aie: A ae Ever Eager 
Deugias ynds 722 25,. Doubtful Lug 
Pacoldujanieg | wee i oe Handsome Dude 
Philip Miller |... gis fe ae Pretty Mild 


Pearl McClure ... Se te Pretty Mushy 
Beveriy Libby Pe tn ae Batty Lass 
Reamertintor we! C2 gee etic he Just Here 
Peanetied Bhebarcer d+. ee. 7: Just Today 
Lucile Thebarge . ee ey wee Lively Thing 
Katherine Clark .. mera Te ee Cute: 
emerald einmiee fw oc laascn. 0s Ever Kind 
Quentin Libby . Quite (a) Lad 


From A to Z 


A is for alphabet 
From A to Z 
All about us 
You now will see. 


B is for Buotte 

Our oldest lass 

She sings our torches 
With lots of class 


C is for Clark 

Madison bound 

What would have happened 
If Pop hadn't been found. 


D is for Dunlap 
A redhead is he 
A bus driver daily 
Oh my! Oh me! 


E 1s for Estey 

So lovely and nice 
She’s loved by us all 
She’s worth any price. 


F is for fooling 
Which we all do 
What will become of us? 
We don’t know. Do you? 


a a = —— 
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G is for giggles 

And also for girls 

With heads tied in kerchiefs 
So they can have curls. 


FT is for Hilton 
Jokes by the yard 
Work is her motto 
Nothing is hard. 


I is for me 

Pearl, the girl 

Love makes the world go around 
Let's give it a whirl. 


J is for Johnson 

Fun is she 

A tall bright sweetheart 
Oh how we love thee. 


K 1s for Kinney 

Our basketball gal 

She's a wonderful classmate 
And a sweet little pal. 


L is for Libby 
Quiet and kind 

She never will leave 
Our love behind. 


M is for Miller 

Tall, dark and calmy 
Philip is humorous 

And bound for the Army. 


N is for nothing 
Says Barbara K. 
She’s here tomorrow 
And gone today. 


O is for onward 

Victory ahead 

When the Axis gets tired 
Well put them to bed. 


P is for Pin-up 
Lucille, Oh man 
Miss Thebarge 
Is surely grand. 














Q is for Quentin 
Our Marine lad 
Much is the fun 
That we've all had. 


R is for Romeo 

Douglas and how 

If you couldn't make love 
You can now. 


S is for Skowhegan 
There we stroll 

It’s full of activities 
And boys on the whole. 


T is for Thebarge 
Jeanette, what a gal 
Men aren’t for love 
Just for pals. 


U is for us 

Our goal we will reach 

Or we will bust 

In the end we will screech. 


V is for victory 
-We want soon 

We cross our fingers 
And sit and croon. 


W is for whistles 

Which we girls get 

When we walk down the street 
The boys to pet. 


X is for the kisses 

We get on the ends of our letters 
We'd like to send X’s back 

But our mothers won't let us. 


Y is for you 

Who are reading this 
All of our fun 

We never miss. 


Z is for zebra 
Striped and strong 
This is the end 
GOOD-bye, so long. 
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Ka .T herine Clark 
Lucile T H_ ebarge 
B Everly Libby 
Fila‘Es -Sovitey 
P Earl McClure 
Jea N_ ette Thebarge 
Ph I hip Miller 
Jennie Hilt O n 
Eme R_ ald Kinney 
C leo Buotte 
Haro L_ d Dunlap 
Barbar A Ketchum 
Dougla S_ Lynds 
Marilyn John S_ on 


A Thank You Note—Peanut Damren. This 
is what I have always wanted, a desk my own 
size which Mr. Knowlen kindly placed in the 
Main room for me during world history class. 
Also the pencil sharpener low enough so I can 
reach it. 


Students—Wasn’t that too bad about our 
schoolhouse burning. 

Alumni—Why do you kids always get the 
breaks. Nothing like that ever happened while 
we were in school. 


ONE DAy Mrs. GARFIELD ASKED the Junior 
Business class the following question. 

‘What is the thriftiest insect ?” 

Betty Stevens—‘The bedbug.” 


Freshman—You can’t believe a thing you 
read in the papers. Nobody could be that fat. 

Senior—How fat? 

Freshman—Well, here’s a story about an 
English woman who lost two thousand pounds. 


Beverly—Kay, there goes your grandmother. 

Katherine—Where? 

Beverly—Just going by ‘the schoolhouse. I 
mean your step-grandmother. 

Katherine—No, two steps. 


eee eee C—C‘iCds, 
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Movies Now at N. H. S. 


My Pal Wolf—Stray dog that visits school. 

Experiment Perilous—Riding with Maxine. 

This Man's Navy—Harold Dunlap. 

Tonight and Every Night—Beverly Libby. 

Our Hearts Were Young And Gay—The Se- 
niors. 

Lo Have and To Have Not—Quentin Libby. 

Youth Runs Wild—The Freshmen. 

The Song of Bernadette—Bernadette Thebarge. 

Arsenic and Old Lace—Pearl McClure. 

The Enchanted Cottage—The K. P. Hall. 

Three Little Sisters—Lucille, Jeanette, and 
Bernadette. 

Pin-Up Girl—Barbara Ketchum. 

Since You Went Away—Since Merrill left 
Pearl. 

It’s A Pleasure—To skip school. 

Destination Tokyo—Philip Miller. 

When (her) Johnny Comes Marching Home— 
Marilyn Johnson. 

Bring On The Girls—Boys at N. H. S. 

Lady Takes A Chance—Ella Estey. 

I Love a Soldier—Cleo Buotte. 

Boy Meets Girl—Katherine meets Pop. 

Cassanova Brown—Douglas Lynds. 

The Big Noise—Philip Miller. 

Bride By Mistake—Barbara Ketchum. 

The Climax—Graduation. 

Heavenly Days—Vacation. 

Marine Raiders—Quentin Libby. 

A Song To Remember—Our Class Ode. 

Guest In The House—Cleo Buotte. 

ll Be Seeing You—Doug making a date. 

The Fighting Lady—Pearl McClure. 

The Suspect—Jennie Hilton. 

Crime Incorporated—The eighth graders. 

Dangerous Journey—To Madison on Saturday 
night. « 

Lady In The Dark—Ella Estey. 

Main Street After Dark—Booo, I’m afraid. 


Suzanna and snowdrifts are her joy—Katherine 
Clark. 

What I know, I know. And you can’t change 
my mind—Barbara Ketchum. 

A person with her own ideas and opinions— 
and she states them—Jennie Hilton. 
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He knows all the answers in Chemistry class— 
Philip Miller. 

The man with many activities—Douglas Lynds. 

The poor Fox lost his den—Mr. Fox. 

A quiet girl (believe it or not)—Emerald Kin- 
ney. 

The teacher who likes flat tires, especially two 
in one morning—Mrs. Garfield. 

Her heart lies in Smithfield with a tall dark 
and handsome man—Lucille T. 

A girl whose eyes aren’t brown for nothing— 
Ella Estey. 

The serviceman’s sweetheart (so we hear)— 
Cleo Buotte. 

The woman who knows her own mind—Mrs. 
Shevlin. 

Her future is full of love—Pearl McClure. 

Bev says “I love myself”—( We wonder). 

At last chairs small enough for me—Howard 
Damren. 

The girl with the changeable mind—Ella Estey. 

Goodness, I’ve lost my lipstick—Gloria Gilman. 

A woman! A woman! My kingdom for a wo- 
man—Harold Dunlap. 

The Three Mesquiteers—Philip Miller, Har- 
old Dunlap, and Douglas Lynds. 
Gracious! I lost my black hat in the fire— 

Marilyn Johnson. 


I will not carry wood for the stove in the Main | 


roomn—Mr. Knowlen. 
Catalogs! More catalogs! I’ve got a good col- 
lection—Jeanette T. 


Class Mosts 


Mostacttvewme oo 2 aie Emerald Kinney 
Most handsome boy ................ Douglas Lynds 
Most -beantifulsirl |v) aids eae. Cleo Buotte 
Most -excitgbless.. aes Beverly Libby 
Mosti quictisetet Jeanette Thebarge 
Most modest nee. Lucille Thebarge 
Most absent-minded girl ................ Ella Estey 
Most absent-minded boy ........ Harold Dunlap 


Most tbrilljgnt 20-37 tee. c hn, Jennie Hilton 


Mostinea thy. amen aes Barbara Ketchum 
Mostipopular 2 0.ae a Marilyn Johnson 
Most likely to succeed ........ Katherine Clark 


Most romantics gee od Quentin Libby 


















































~) 
2 
S 
© 
=| 
3 
4. iofeyw WV qyeig ul yydsneg puct qno BulyivyE | uuAP soutsep_ oy, BULdOY dURULOY Aqqry urjueny 
= AACN * 
a A1YIIIBG ayy SUIY[B I, eT Ssewog eo $10}}9] SUIPLIM yng ad1eqoyy, e[lon'y 
oUIZVSRUL 
osanu VW Ppe[ssL) SAO. BUIpVsy  j40}jo'] YSeTY S,ABIP[OS SUIMPIG ysosuno X as1eqoyL ejouvor 
pavog 
“puvgsny poos Wy | zJeIq] WIZ OdI}0N /(0} BuIAI}) SuryurM] [eq Jew uC S[IID AULY,, TOT Ad 
: wsty AL 
asinu Jepeg UL posdUdJ 404) ued UISIVY puy dy uezysteay9 SULSUIS YSIpplry dIN[NIW [veg 
oh} 
yopeg stodeuuy uO [OOYDS 04 405 S}U.diu Jno durse4G nox oAo'y [ S[did Surysny WYSII Ysne SpuA’] sepsénoqg 
uledy suos 
sn suryse nod oly oULIvVL V ssoueyo SulyVy, yey, Seor o10y], UOSIPe JL JVOMG Aqqry A[toaog 
sse[o 
uBloIjneeg VY ‘meYyO Ul pertodsiy o1e[ Sulog (UISSeJUOD UL] [leqyoyseq Aus Aouuly plesrswy 
peqyurenboy 
ALe@}a1008 VW suloy pefey9 Siepun[q SuULyey| Aqe[n] ysuy uy yas 0} dulAry, xOS o1qqog uNnyojoy evaeqieg 
sooys 1ajjoq 3uryyey 
104.104 Jay peloquewey |ssoys tay yo suryey| ory suvoiq AW sulysne'yT dn umoiry uosuyor UAV], 
S1oyove4y JAVIYIOOMS 
Ia[sdid poos V Pe[OoF 404) UWIM SUINnSIV V peH I USIM I suIns1Iy SUIMOI uo IH etuuor 
esunu VW AIVUO0T}VYS Jo Jno uvy BUI[SdI) MOUY IOAON [[,No, SUIPALL useMjoq UT Aoysy ell 
SyreUlsy 
wl Sone «AUT, Ted Sty yso7]) | YusdouUT ZuLyooy Ag 3°) Il Wsliq Suze yl Oretoee 1) dejung plo1eH 
ASION, ‘AVG JOS10.T UOSIPe] 0} SUIOY nox jo weoeiq | euuezng SULATIG 9T JOEeMG YIB[O sulsloyye yy 
nox OL 
oJIM VW BACT UL [AT ueul Jo dulmverqg ueddey plnog 4] « UIUTOM,, SOLIVA YJ a4jong O79 
Ig OL Sjud yf quapiop yea] JIQDET 1SA0 ff Buoy aps4o2vT JUS 9414020] abp juasvd dy IUD N 
Wa . 5 : 
un D ¥ 
00 
WwW 











NoRRIDGEWOcCK HicH ScHOoOL 


We have tried to record for you a few items 
about the Alumni of Norridgewock High 
School, as far back as the class of 1942. Some 
of the boys are serving in the armed forces of 
our country. We salute them with a prayer 
in our hearts. 

Class of 1944 
Ethel Bridges—Employed in Portland. 
Lester Clark—North Carolina, in the Army. 
Joseph Dee—Seabees—California. 
Marion Lambert—Norridgewock — Employed 
in the Norrwock shoe shop. 
George Merry—lIn the Navy. 
Harley Rowe—Boston—Attending Theological 
School. 
Priscilla Sheaff—Employed in Portland. 
Harold Smith—France—In the Army. 
Helen Tracy—Employed in Rockland. 
Maxine Yeaton—Norridgewock — Employed 
at Melville Wallace’s garage. 
Lucille Yeaton—Farmington—Attending Farm- 
ington Normal School. 
Class of 1943 
Blanche Abbott—Norridgewock—At home. 
Ronald Bickford——Norridgewock — Employed 
at the Norrwock shoe shop. 
Viola Bishop — Topsfield — Married Elmer 


Fogg. 

Ruth Boone — Norridgewock — Attending 
Skowhegan Commercial School. 

Alice Brown — Norridgewock — Married 


Kenneth Otis. 
Joyce Butler — Waterville — Nurses Training 
at Sisters Hospital. 
Marita Courtney — Norridgewock —Employed 
at the Town office. 
Evelyn Fogg—Attending University of Maine. 
Louise Hilton—Norridgewock—At home. 
Madelyn Kinney—Norridgewock — Employed 
at the Ben Franklin Store. 
Florence Libby—Employed in Skowhegan. 
Lloyd Libby—Rhode Island—In the Navy. 
Richard Merry—Sampson, N. Y.—In Navy. 
Wayne Moore—In the Navy. 
Barbara Nickerson — Norridgewock — Em- 
ploy at the Norrwock shoe shop. 


a ee Se ta 
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Erwin Rowe—Norridgewock—At home. 

Estelle Savage—Norridgewock—At home. 

Herman True—In the Paratroops. 

Alice Yeaton — Norridgewock — Employed 
at Imogene Soule’s Beauty Shop. 

Class of 1942 

Herbert Adams—In the Army—Married Bev- 
erly Stevens. 

Barbara Albee—-F'armington—Attending Farm- 
ington Normal School. 

Eloise Bell—Norridgewock — Employed at the 
Skowhegan Savings Bank. 

Mavis Berry—Norridgewock — Employed at 
the Norrwock shoe shop. 

Richard Blaisdell—In the Navy—Married to 
Lottie Wheeler. 

Urban Blaisdell—In the Army. 

Leonard Brenner—lIn the Army. 

Elizabeth Corson—Madison—Emploved at the 
H& W. 

Herbert Courtney—Norridgewock—Employed 
at Walter Jones’. 

Clara Damren—Cadet Nurse—New York. 

Merle Emmons-—Aleutians—In the Army. 

Fred Gilman—In the Army. 

Clyde Henderson—South Pacific—In Marines. 





Carolyn Hilton — Farmington — Attending 


Farmington Normal School. 

Natalie Hinckley—Employed at the Sisters Hos- 
pital. 

Russell Libby—Italy—In the Army. 

Rita Lynds—Madison—Married to Donald Mc- 
Quarrie. 

Beverly Marcue — Norridgewock — Employed 
at the Norrwock shoe shop. 

Geraldine Marcue—Norridgewock—At home. 

William McKechnie—Norridgewock—Home. 

Marilyn Miner — Norridgewock — Employed 
at the Norrwock shoe shop. 

Erla O’Donal—Employed in Portland. 

Rita Rowe—Farmington—-Attending Farming- 
ton Normal School. 

Lucille Tilton—Employed in Oakland. 

Albert True—In the Army. 

Ernold Williamson—In the Army Air Corps. 
Prisoner of war in Germany. 








We wisn to express our appreciation to the 


supporters who have made this publication possible. 


Due fo the fire that destroyed our building 
where al the material and advertisements 
were kept on or before March 26, 1945, 
we are not sure of all the names 
of the companies or individuals that contributed 
to our fund. If we have omitted anyone, 
which would be possible because we lost all our 
records, would you please contact the high 
school, and we will refund your contribution. ; 
’ | Thank you. 


The Editorial Board of the Norridgwog 
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Compliments 


of 
F. W.Woolworth 
Company 


Skowhegan 


Compliments 


of 


C. M. Holt Co. 


Skowhegan 
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Compliments 


of 
Haines’ 
Drug 


Store 


Skowhegan 


Compliments 


of 
Skofuhegan 
Monumental 


Works 


GERALD C. MARBLE 


Skowhegan 
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Compliments 


Harry E. Fall & Sons u 


EVERYTHING FOR THE MAC’ S 
BUILDER 







Filling Station 








Dial 8211 





Skowhegan, si Maine Norridgewock $s Maine 










Compliments 


of 


Bangor Daily Nets 


52,000 Daily 63,000 Sat.-Sun. 













John Hasting 


Now---NEW ENGLAND'S 











& Son LARGEST 
| MORNING 
CATTLE DEALERS 
NEWSPAPER 







Outside of Boston 





Telephone 11-2 LARGEST DAILY 


Published Morning or Evening in 
Cities Under 100,000 Population 






Smithfield Maine 
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Dr. Joseph L. Eshleman 


Osteopathic Physician 
* 
Telephone 40 Norridgewock, Maine 
Complments 
F Nancy & Leo 
| Winslow 
Hunter & Rhodes 

CUTTING GRANGE INSURANCE 

and 
LUMBERING 

* 
Maine Norridgewock, Maine 
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Compliments 


of 


POLIQUIN 
Jeweler 


Waterville ze Maine 








Compliments 


of 


Variely Shon 


Skowhegan =e Maine 
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C. H. Gilman 


Grain Groceries 


Meat 


















A FRIEND 


Water Street : Skowhegan 


Norridgewock sre Maine 
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Compliments of 


Sampson’s 
P Emery- Brown Company 
Self-Service 
A Store with a Long Record of 
DEPENDABLE QUALITY 
BETTER STYLES 
HONEST VALUES 
Skowhegan a Maine 
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Compliments 


Norridgewock 
Motor Co. 


Wallace Sheaff, Prop. 


of 


Henry Lynds 


BARBER 
Tires, Batteries, and 
Accessories 
SS 
* 
Tel. 63 
Norridgewock, os Maine Norridgewock, Maine 








Compliments ; 

‘ Korangene 
Beauty Shop 

L. G. Balfour Company fags 


Attleboro, Mass. 





JEWELRY of VALUE 










| Donatp B. Tupper, Representative | 
\ 
It WestvIEw Roap Telephone 9o- 
CapPE ELIzABETH, MAINE WELSH STREET NorrIpGEwock, Me. 4 
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Compliments Compliments 


of of 


Dr. P. E. Lessard Sheriff 


MARTIN GALLANT 





Optometrist 


Tel. 672 


Norridgewock, fe Maine Skowhegan, Maine 








Compliments 


A Ford & Smiley 


Hight Chevrolet Co. aes 


CONTRACTORS 
USED CARS 


at Low Prices 


Tel. 8721 


Skowhegan, Maine Airport : Skowhegan 
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Thompson-Smith Co. 
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Miles Carpenter 


Packers of 


GOLDEN CREAM STYLE 
MAINE CORN 


Norridgewock 


Compliments 
of 
G. S. & F. E. Jewett 
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C. P. Sawyer & Son Eastern States 






Confectionery and Ice Cream Clayton Albee, Representative 






Gulf Service FEED and FERTILIZERS 






Tel. 58-2 


Norridgewock, = Maine Norridgewock, : Maine 







Compliments Compliments 






| of of 






ARLAND J. WING BERNARD A. DAVIS 


Town Manager 







Norridgewock, : Maine Norridgewock, 
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Piper’s Feed Mill 


WIRTHMORE FEEDS 
* 


Grain : Feed _ :_ Flour, etc. 


Telephone 20 Norridgewock, Maine 


~~ 





LIDA KETCHUM 


THE COMPLETE STORE 


Groceries, Meats and Fish Fresh Fruits and Vegetables 
Frozen Fruits and Vegetables 


Cream : Milk : Dairy Butter 
x 
Telephone 73 — Norridgewock, Maine 
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Compliments D. A. & W. E. Porter 


of 






INSURANCE ~ 






Monument Square 
Cash Store 


GROCERIES 






of Every Description 







* 






* 






HOME REMEDIES 


Telephone 452 






M. E. Apams 8 Madison Avenue Skowhegan 







Compliments Watson’ & Market 


of 
GROCERIES “MEATS 
Miles 
VEGETABLES 







Carpenter 






* 


Company 





INSURANCE Fruits and Ice Cream 






Coal 


Telephone 2283 


* 






McClellan Bldg. Skowhegan 308 Madison Ave. Skowhegan 























————————— 
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73 
ARERR REDDER D PDR ARR DD DD Dereon on nar iso 


Friend Motor Sales Mac’s Market 


B. A. Wright, Mer. 


When in Town Call on Us 


GROCERIES, MEATS and 
Fresh Fish 


Madison Avenue 


Skowhegan Maine Skowhegan : Maine 








H. G. Hoyt & Son 


Price Portrait 


Dealer in 


John Deere Studio 
FARM MACHINERY PORTRAITS 
and 
PARTS 
For All Machines Hallmark Greeting Cards 
a . 


Telephone 588 


320 Madison Ave. : Skowhegan Skowhegan : Maine 
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Compliments 


of : 
Spaulding & Watson 


BERNAL ALLEN 








Skowhegan, os Maine a 
Skowhegan, Maine 
Compliments Compliments 
of of 
Robert Boyd Fairview Creamery 
JEWELER 
xX 


Tel. 8323 


Madison Ave. Skowhegan Skowhegan, Maine 
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Compliments 


of 


Va SSeI2 College 


Springvale, Maine 


Compliments 


of 


Hoaeres 


Bakery 





* 


Waterville, Maine 


University Cap & Gown 


Company 
Schools and Colleges 
Caps Gowns Hoods 
Band Capes 
Choral and Choir Apparel 


M. N. Perkins 


Carl O. Beck 


and Sons 


GENERAL CONTRACTORS 


Waterville, Maine 
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Conde Milking Machines  -:- Iron Age Farm Machinery 





Complete line of 


Artic Jet Milk Coolers 


King of Cornfield Single and Double Row Cornplanters 





Ontario Grain Drills -!- Blizzard Ensilage Cutter 
Water Bowls and Water Systems 


| Sargent-Roundy Corp. Products 
Electric and Hot Water Heaters =f Electric Fencers 





Complete Stock of Rubber Goods for Surge Milkers 


Fe ©. ESigEN 


Telephone 5-12 Norridgwock, Maine 


IIIA ARR RRARRR RR RR RRR RRRRRRRDS RRRRRRRRRR RRR RRR RRR 
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Evelyn Cardin’s 


LADIES’ QUALITY MERCHANDISE 


Telephone 394-W 


42 Main Street a Waterville, Maine 








Gorn News When it ia News 


Waterville Morning Sentinel 


* 


42 Silver Street : Waterville, Maine 
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Compliments Compliments 






of of 





Elm City ~ Waterville Plumbing 
Tobacco and Hardware 
Company 






PT 





Waterville, Maine Waterville, .: Maine 







Paradise Sweets Lathontd’s 


Leakos Brothers 





Headquarters for 





READY-TO-WEAR 


for 


Women and Children 







Skowhegan, Maine 
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A DELIGHTFUL PLACE TO DINE 


Skowhegan, Maine 


— 


Gene’s Restaurant 


it] SOOO OOo 
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Geo. E. Harlow oe 






Dealer in 


LIVESTOCK Somerset Grange 





* 







Long and Short Lumber * 









* 


Telephone 76-3 






Norridgewock 4 Maine Norridgewock, Maine 





Compliments Compliments 





of of 


Dot’s Lunch Cut Price 
Clothing 


Store 


William J. Laney 







Where You Are Invited to Visit 
at Any Time 







Norridgewock, Maine Skowhegan se Maine 
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y Compliments 
Harry’s 3 
Greenhouses Aas aes 

FLOWERS Steam Laundry 
For All Occasions & Dry Cleaners 
* 


* 


Telephone 8331 


166 Madison Ave. : Skowhegan Skowhegan, Maine 








Compliments of 


Alton Blaisdell 


Dealer in 


LIVESTOCK 


A. J. Turcotte 


Custom Butchering 


Telephone 6-20 


Madison Avenue Skowhegan Norridgewock ie Maine 


SSSR 
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Congratulations and Thanks! 


to the “Norridgwog’”” management, faculty 
and student body of 
Norridgewock High School 


* 


The Skowhegan Press 


COMMERCIAL PRINTERS 
Odd Fellows Building Dial 784 
Skowhegan, Maine 


_ As printers of this yearbook, we have enjoyed working with the management, and 


hereby express our thanks for the opportunity. 
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i Frank L. Ames Basil B. Ames 
Miller & Jones 
Ames & Ames 
HARDWARE LAWYERS 


Stoves, Ranges, Furnaces 


Paints and Oils 


Also Agents for 


Fire Insurance Surety Bonds 


Norrid gewock, on Maine Norridgewock, Maine 








Geo. H. Thomas Wallace’s 
VearaNyal’Stare Gulf Service 


ELECTRIC WELDING 





Gas Oil Accessories 
‘3 Preyer J 
* 
Tel. 43 


Norridgewock, a Maine Norridgewock, HE Maine 











Compliments 


of 


Norrwock Shoe Co. 


» 4 





Norridgewock, Maine 











= a 
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Compliments 


of 


Henry E. Hilton 


Norridgewock, Maine 


~— 


@ Pontiac 


SALES and SERVICE 


Socony Products : Batteries : General Repairs 


LJ Eo RANE. 


Norridgewock, Maine 

















| 
. 
| 








Compliments 


of 


Dr. Leon Symons 


Optometrist 


Skowhegan 





Maine 








Clarence Carpenter 


& Son 


ROLLER SKATING RINK 


Where Old Friends Meet 


Smithfield 


Maine 
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Select Your 
GRADUATION WATCHES 
Early 


Stock is Limited 
Jewelry and Gifts 


L. J. ENO 


JEWELER 


Prompt Repair Service 


Skowhegan = Maine 





CO 
° Peta tatatata ata ata ata mint ata ata ata ata ane ° ata tatat 
ORONO HOROROHCHOHORO ROPE) LE RTLT IRTP EEE OORT REE 


Compliments 


of 


Strand Theatre 





Skowhegan Maine 


TRL EE EE OLLIE 





——-" 
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Compliments : Compliments 


of of 


State Theatre RAYMOND’S 


Smithson Clothes, Mallory Hats 
Munsing Underwear 


a Arrow Shirts 


* 


Madison Maine Skowhegan =; Maine 


Embden Mill Company 


LEWIS MINER, Manager 
LUMBER :: CUSTOMSAWING - : SLABS 
SHINGLES _ 
* 


Skowhegan, Maine 











Business Training at... 


Showhegan 
Commercial School 


Leads to positions in 
Business Offices Civil Service 


* 


Write, Call or Telephone for Additional © 


Information 


* 
Telephone 2251 


Strand Building, Skowhegan, Me. 


Buy More 
WAR BONDS 
and 


STAMPS 
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Compliments 


of 


Stems’ Iuc. 


Waterville Skowhegan 


Compliments 


of 
W. T. Grant 
Company 


* 


Skowhegan, Maine 





ft 


| 














